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THO 
THE 


STATIONER 


TO THE 


READER 
Noble Readers, 


Mong the many Pxtlick 
A Benefits whercin theſe 
1imes are happier than 

the former Agcs, I preſume, it 
pleaſes you to ſee the Improve- 
ment of the Stage. Playes are now 
acted that delight Spectators, 
without Immodefly, or Prophane- 
neſſe: two rocks, on which here- 
tofore divers excellent Authours 
Az ſplit 


To the Reader. 


ſplit themſelves, and caſt ſuch an 
odium upon drammatick Prefent- 
ments, that the beſt perſons ſhun'd 
them, as the worſt of recreations, 
W hereas cur Theatres ( refor- 
med, as well as beautified ) are 
by all frequented, as the great 
Schools of Moral Virtue, Bur I 


have brought you to the Houre,. 


tis not good manners to keep you 
at door; be pleaſed to enter, and 
Accept of this Imprefsion, from 


Your Servant, 


T.T. 


THE 


a rLcait_, oy © oc 0 


MD RM a Ser OS 


THE 


PROLOGUE 


TO THE : 


KING: 


At the Cockvrir at White-Heol. 


I Ry ty the humble Writer 1 am ſent 
To meve you 11 4Suit by Preſident, 
That you wi pleaſe, lke Charles the 5th, to lay © 
Aſide (this Night) the Buſineſs of the Day, 
And look upon flight Images. far ſbort 
Of thoſe preſented in that Emp'rour's Court ; 
For, Art does not our Powr ſo far inlayges 
That we can make two wooden armies c 
Or a carv'd fly : but we do bring 
A Nightinga e, ſweet Philomel to fing : 
And from old \crulam ('mong Time's Decayes 
Sbrunk to a name) th Inhabitants we raiſe, 
who if in their new life they may 1rrvite 
The beft of Czſars tothe leaft Delight, . 
To th Authour "twill be ſuch a Toy, a4 noue 
Concerve, but only thoſe Tou ſmile upon, 
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En cr nun 
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THE 


PROLOGUE 
Tothe ST A G E. 


WE#' here 2 fo many Noble Perſons met 2 
Nay then I ſee, this Houſe will not be let, 
which by our Friends (from all parts of the Nation) 
Is ſo well warm'd after the long Vacation, © 
Believe mey Ladies, the pure Country-atr 

Has mal you freſb-complextion'd ; and our Care 
Shall be (whilſt you'r iz London) to expell 

Care from your hearts, that you may (till look well. 
Gentlemen, when we lay becalm'd, you wa't d 
@rer the pleaſant Meades, bowl'd, hunted, hank'd, 
And having exercis'd your Bodics thusy 

To recreate your Minds, you come to Its, 

Never were Friends more welcome---- if 1 may 

Be bold to bid you welcome to a Pla 

Of yur own making ;, 1 confeſs, tic writ 

By th” Authour of The Slighted Maid, and yet 
You'r th Authours of it : hor I heard him ſays 
»#hen you encourag'd thaty yow mae this Play, 
And now, ſince to your ſelves your title's kiown, 

We hope, you'l have a kindneſs for your Own, 


THE | 


FLLLLLDNYT TEETH 


True SCENE, 
Perſons repreſented. Actors, 
Sylvanus, Princeof Veralam, Mr. Sandford. 
Filamor, His Son, tir, Bettertun, 

Son to Pontia, bythe Prince | 
Adolph, 3 of Malden. 20 $Mr. Young, 

Tetrick, Favourite to Sylvanmus, Mr, Undertull, 

Fromund, Filamor's Tator, Mr, Price, 
Criſpus, Pontia's General. Mr, Smith. 


Capito, His Lieutevant General, Mr, Metborn, 


Gracchus, © Two Gladiators which the Iz. 1 oyelt 
and Romays call'd the Retia- Pr Rob, Noke: 
rius and Scquutor, Er END r 


Sergius, 


Pontia, " 


Perſons _ $64 Actors, 


eſs of Malden, (e- WR 
Pontia, = at by —— Irs, Williams, 
Czſarina, Miſes - Ui Prince $Mrs, Berttcrruy, 


Violinda, Davghter to Sylvanus, Mrs. Davies. 
Brianclla, Pomtia's Fawonriteſs. Mrs. Long. 
Maskers, . 
The Inſtrumental, Vacaly and Re- 


citative Muſicky was compei'd by 
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Errata, 


non Þ of LF. r. for theſe words. _ 1.34. r. ber 
lp x2, r, firike, p.go, L256. tor Tet, 


L kl, 
TIES ow. 1. ay Sys = laſt, line - 2. rad; 


THE 


THE 


TEP-MOTHER-: 


ww 4 


Tragi-Comedy, 


Actus Primus. 


—_— — —_ — 


Eittcy Filamor and Fromund in 4a Garden, 
Tetrick naltiag alone, and reading. 
Fil. h O, Fromund, I have had too many proofs 
W>i: Of thy Fidelity, ro doubr it now. 
I Fro.Sirit you were not Filamor,nor Son 
| N I To my Prince, it I were nor your ſworn 
; | do rvant ; 
Withour rc Gola Mm, mcerly for _ r Virtves, 
Fromund would ſac ifice his lite ro ſerve you 
In this Delign againſt yoyr Step-Mother, 
Your envious and i impcrious Step-Mor ther, 
Whorulcs your Fati.cr, and would ruine You, 
b Fl. 


neg. 


&. The Step- Mother, 


Fil, Tix difficulty of che work will be, 
VV hen we have got my Father to the Wools, 
How we ſhall keep him there : for fince he marry'd 
Tis Woman, ſhe has maſtcr'd both his Courage 
And Reaſon ; ſhe governs his very Soul, 
He cannot live without her, 
Fro, There's the man 
Whoſe pow'r can ballance hers, for your Old Fatket 
Does but on wwo, his Wife and that great Scholar 
My Friend, 
Fil. And you can make him ours, 
Fro, Not I, 
What 1 am tO preſent him from your Highnels 
Will make him Yours, 
Fil, Firm > 
Fro, It he once ingages 
Nothing can alter him, he's an honeſt man, 
Pcev'ſh, but (roour comfort) Coverous : 
Yer he'] not take a Bribe to do unjuſtly ; 
Bar if he be iraploy 'd, he will be pay'd, 
This Go'd and thus rich Book will ſweeten him. 
Fil. Arttacque him ; I wait for my ſevere Miſtreſs, 
Tis Princeſs Ceſarina's waiking-time, 
[ Exit Filamor, 
[Fromund claps Tetrick on the Back, 
Tetrick, The Prince's Tutor > Well return'd ro Britarn, 
Fro, Our good old Maſter's Favorite, learn'd Tetrick. 
Tet, Our of what Region have the Clowds drop: 
Fromuna ? 
Where all this whule wert thou and our young Prince ? 
Fro, We liv'd where Grapes grow, like our Crabs, in 


hedges, 
Where cvcry Tree looks lovelicr then this Garden, 


In 


The Step-Mother. 3 


In Italy, the Paradiſe of Nature, 
Tet, The plague of War conſume your Paradiſe, 
The Gals over-run /taly again ; 
Ten thouſand Droplics, Cramps and Gours torment 
Thar leg of carr, 
Fro, Still ſnarling my friend Tetrick 2 
Tet, Men may wcll ſnarle when they are us'd like Dogs, 
As we have bcen, by our /ta/ran Maltcrs, 
Fro, But now tlic Kamas Legions arecall'd back, 
And we arc tree-mcn, Britain 15 Old Britain, 
Tet. Bur ltaly is (hill cur{'d /raly, 
I would not hear thee praiſe it any more, 
For twcn:y pieces of Imperial Gold, 
Fro. I'l try what pow r one piece has over you, [ aſide, 
This McJall (Caſa grav'd in gold) I broughe 
From Rome for thee : and is not /taly 
(Where theſe Flowers grow) a molt delicious Country > 
Tet. The Garden of the World ! how blind was I, 
That could not {ce the Beauty of /taly 
Till I had wip'd my cycs with Ceſar's Picture ; 
Now l perccive the crrour of my Judgment ; 
Why ſhould we hate Countries that hurt not us ? 
The &oman Yoke galls not our necks : you (ec 
Our old Lord, Prince of Yerulam, dares own 
His Title : and what Curioſitics 
Has our young Prince brought from the Nurſery 
Of Arms and Arts, ſweet 1ta'y 2 
Fro, Rare Muſique ; 
And Voices, ſuch a Trebble and a Baſc 
Tet, How mcrrily ſhall we live—— pox o' the devill, 
Pon:iia, Czſarina, azd Briancila 
walk over the Stage. 
There's the confoundreſs of thy Maſter's mulique, 
B 2 Plyte 


_ - 


— << £-— 


Fi The Step-Mother: 


Pluto could not have rak'd him out of hell 
Such a Step-Afother, ſhe reigns o're his Father, 
F/2, Bur the date of hcr Sovercign pow 'r is our. 
By this tia the Id Prince is in our hands, 
We have him in the Woods, 
Tet, And long you'l keep him ; 
His very firſt rcflex'on on the fury 
Or {laticry of's Wite, poſts him ro Court, 
He'l Icave you. 
Fro, "Tis expatcd ; thcreforc, Tetrich, 
My Maſter has {cnt me to ingage you, 
it ch'old Prince change his mind, you can perſwade him, 
He bclievcs all you ſay. 
Tet. I belicve nothin 
You ſay, or do ; your Plot's a ſcurvy Plor. 
Fro, Bur you can mold ir into a better form, 
Tet. Nay, lince you can begin your plots without me, 
End c'm without me. 
Fro, And ſhall I return 
The Prince this anſwer ? 
Tet, Every ſyllable. 
Fro, Shall I return his Princely Preſent too ? 
Tet. That is to be conſider 'd of-----ler's ſce't, 
Fra, Alas, 'Tis only a poor Table-Book, 
The cover is but Gold and (ct with Rubics, 
Not worth your looking on 
Tet, This needed not ; 
Wirhour fee, I'd have been o'th' Prince's Counſel, 
And the Cauſe ſhall go with him, never fear 't ; 
Bt they ſay, the Step-rother's inquiring 
For W itches, thcy'1 diſcover all we do. 
7,0, That ſhe may ſeck no further, I have toid 
Her Favorite, my \ iſtriſs Briauela, 


Thar 


The Step- Mother. 5 


That yeſternight there came into the VVoods 
A Bard, that's a Witch-maker : 
Tet. Your Witrch-maker 
By any means muſt be atrended by 
A Conjurer and a Witch to learn their Tradcs, 
Fro, I'l be the Witch, I think my face will ſerve; 
Tet. And Schollars make rare Conjurers,1'l play my part, 
Come, bring mc now to kiſſe your Maſters hand, = 
| Exenrt!, 


Enter Poztra, Ceſarina, and Brianella, 
Pontia, Stir Ceſarina, only excrciſc, 
Can prevent th' undermining of thy Colour 
By the Green Sickneſs, that long gravel walk 
Did alwayes plcaſc thee, 
c eſarina. 'hen I was in breath, 
Bur I'm grown too ſhort-winded for a walk 
Of this length, Madam, I ſhall nc'r hold our, 
Pox, One quartcr of an hour, and I1 releaſe thee, 
| Exit Caſarina. 
But Briae#a, art thou ſure thou ſaw '(t 
Filamor in the Arbor > 
Brianella. Ar his Lute ; 
VVith him a Flamen, and a w_ Boy 
That ſhould be Cupr4, perhaps Prieſt and God 
Will in ſome Dialogue preſent themſelves 
ToPrinceſle Ceſaria; the Prince ſaid, 
They fhould fing the Deſcription of a Triumph, 
Pon, Then I ſball now ſce whether Filamer 
Continue ſtill his Love to Ceſarinay 
And how ſhe looks on him after his Travails ; 


Lets to thecloſe walk,my Son Aolph's there. | 
[Exit Pon, and Bri, 


Filamor 


Ot OI ———_—__ 4 OO ce nc —_——— _ 


— a T== > 


6 The Step- Mother. 


Filamor diſcover d iz an Arlor, with a Lite 
tn his hand ; on either fide the Artor, on 
two pede a's, Cupid ſtands, and the Fla- 
= kneels : as Ceſarina walls by they 

tag. 
Flamen, why unarm'd, poor Cupid, pr'y thee, 
Tell a Mortal how t1s with thee 2 
Cupid. To one Mortal, nhat another 
Has committel, may te told ; 
I am plunder 4, ſos my Myther. 
Fla. What frail Mai durit be ſo told 2 
Cup. No, to make us more tnglortout, 
Tis a Woman that s Victorious, 
Fla. Caſartna ? 
Cup. They (who ſaw he7) 
Say,\ ſbe rides in Triumph here, 
That my Mothee's white Doves draw her 
In thetr Chari, 
Fla, Look, ſbe's there, 
Cup, How knowe#t thou ? 
Fla, By a ſore Token, 
Thy Torch quench d, and thy Pow broken, 
Makes her Trophie ; Captioes follow, 
Cup. One Slave Sorrow s Lit ery wears, 
His Eyes ſink, his Cheeks fall hollow, 
In his Face his fate appears. 
Fla. That Slawes Filamon ; no Lover 
Cxſarina triumphs over, 
Suffers in Love $ Cauſe ſo ſadly, 
Cupid help 2 
Cup, 1 cannot do 
Him a farvar ;, 1 would gladly : 
But I am ber Captirye toos 


Chorus, 
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Chorus. 
The World's grown ſo ſlupid 
That now tis fo 
To pray to God Cupid, 
If a Man have a paſſion, 
He that hopes for a Cure, 
Auſt get it of Beauty, 
Or elſe do his Daty. 
That's Dye, or Indure, 


Enter above Pontis, Ceſarina, Adolph, Brianela. 
Adolph, Has Fi lamoy been ſo long out of Britain, 
To forget Ceſarinais your Daughter ? 
Court her without your leave 2 
Pon, Or thy conſent, 
Ad.Thart's morethen you know (by your favor, Madam) 
Pon, He kneels, fcc. (alide 
Ad. Hear him, 
Fil, Heav'n is in your Eyes, 
Diſorder not that beauty with a frown 
On your Adorer ; if my love difpleaſe, 
Be not offended with my gratitude, 
| name you in my Hymnes, as fhipwrack't men 
Sing to the Deities which have preſerv'd them ; 
By virtue of that ſacred word, vour Name, 
I have out-liv'd the pains of death in abſence, —\ 
Ar my return to you, dearer then life, | 
Friends, Father, or our common Mother Britain; 
Will you, for want of one poor ſmile, deſtroy me ? 
Ce. Make nor your ſelf a Supplicant to me, 


Prince Filamor, kneel where you owe a _—_ ; 
bl 
= nl 


hens 


Kneel to the Gods, to grant you Und 


8 The Step-Mother. 


That you may (ce, I cannot love ; and then 
To one that can love you, apply your {elf ; 
You have my counſel and reſolve, 

F:!. For pity, 
Lcave me not to deſpair ; though all my ſighs 
Breath'd on the aire of /zaly, were foft 
Art ſuch a diitance ; now we'r met again ; 
May not pray rs alecr your ſevcrity 2 

Ce. Can prayers alter a Decrce of Fate > 

Fil, Pray'rs joyn'd with ſcrviccs : if Verulan: 
Opcn too narrow a Proſpect for your cyc 
I'l draw my ſword, and merit from my Country 
[h'inlargement of our bounds, 

Pon, He works ujon 
The humours of Ambition; I'm afraid 
The Milk ſhe ſuckt from my Breaſt will betray her, 
Ce. Tobe thc firlt on Mountains, in poor hov<l!s, 
. Ratiicr then t'have the ſecond place in Rome, 

Was Coſar's with, bur 'uis not Ceſarina's ; 

| Your Cotrages cannot make me a Court ; 
b I'r1 not like Ladies newly come to London, 
VWhotrom the vait he Int ot Drana s [empic 
| Look down, and plcalc their eyes with [:ttle people, 
| Ob ects, that arc not magnify'd, I ſcorn ; 
Tnc Prince that would dif. over his Dominions, 
Let Lam tura che Profſpcctive Glals tro me 


- — — 
— OO —— A a "ne 


y Attic r1Ziur End, great Subjetis I mult (cc, 
[ Pore Sae viclds ? 
A', For my tricnds ſake, would ſhe did yicld, 
Fil, Great Subje&ts! all our B-itrſh Lords ſhall kneel 
f To Geſarina, 1 have forn'd it thus, 
You know the Kentiib-men have took 1; arn's 


Aptaſt the Trinobants, the Londo:crs ; 
ili 
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Whilſt Scots and Borderers, with their deadly feuds, 
Ingage the Northern parts in Civil Warr ; 
No ſooner from the Remaz Slavery 
This Lland's free, but we (like mad-men arm'd) 
Die our whutc-teather'd ſhafts in our own blood; 
Againſt theſe Enemics to the Publick Peace 
I't make a League, and fight my Country's batrails, 
Till 1 fix Britain in a Scerteiement., 
Then, as the beſt means to keep Peace, (thus Purchas d 
By me) 1 may with confidence preſume, 
The Wiſciome of the Nation for their King 
Will chuſc their General ; who ſhall lay down, 
At Ceſarina's feet, his Britiſh Crown, 
Ce. Filamor, you have had a plcaſing Drcam, 
And I was loath to wake you, mull I found 
My fclt concern'd ; Br:itazz you may ſubdue, 
If you fight well: but for your fancy'd Conquett 
Ot Ceſarina, It me undeccive you : 
Tis rruc, I have declar'd for Sovereignty, 
The Title of a Quecn I dote upan ; 
Bur if you offcr'd me a Crown, I ſhould 
Refulc ir as Gold poilon'd by the giver. 
Pon, Fly Brianellay and rclicve my daughter, 
She comes off bravely ; tecll hcr, I and Adolph 
Stay for hcr ; bid one call ny Generall, 
Exeunt Pon. Ad. aud Bri, 
Fil, Will you not love > thcn Il revenge your hatred, 
Ce, Do, revenge, 
Fil, On my (elt , I feel my Spirits, 
Like thoſe the Chymiſt is extracting, ſcarch 
Their brittle priſon, with a hope to find 
Some Vent, and then to fly into the Wind. 


Ce. In that Point you may uſe your own diſcretion, 
C © ntev 


—_ 2 
> 


I 2 
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Enter Brianella, 
rt, Madam, your Mother's ia the Sicamor-Walk, ' 


Ce, I hail artcnd her, | Exit Czſarina. 

. [Enter Fromund, 

Bri, 11 ſry, and get newes | aſide, 
Our of my Sccvant. He whiſpers 
Fro, Tetrich wuts you, Sir, Fuamor, 


Wirth modclls for a Mask, hc has alrcady 
Made your Wirch-maker's Prohefic 3 11 p'ay 
A Wuch, Trick will be a Conjurer, 
Baſſin the Bard, and we'l ſhew your weak Father 
What a permrous Wite he doates upon: [ Exit Filamur, 
VVhat ailes be naw, that he has loſt lus rongue > 
Hs not thc Princels vcx him > 
Fri, Yes indeed, 
['ro, And wilbnot vo!t vex mic fo > 
Bri. No indeed, 
For, you love me, you ly; 
Fro, I'l twear it, Madam, [ our, 
Ri, What will not men ſwear ; bur ſwear your heart 
You never ſhall ſwear me out of my Reaſon, 
Fro, Reaſon! I warrant, Terri reads to you 
The Mathematncks, you think nothing certain 
Bur D.monſtrat:on, 
Bri, Is Proof Demonltration ? 
Nothing but Proof is certain, 
Fro. Kifle mc then, 
And we will prove, that Oe and Two make Three, 
Bri, I will not ewoand three, pray leave your fooling, 
Fro, In ſer.ow earnet, I would marry you, 
#71, Mcaning my Fortune > 


Fro, 
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Fro, Mcaning Briaxella ; 

Without a Portion you r a Fortunc, Madan, 

Bri, Thou art a flatt'ring Knave, 1 dovibe 

Fro, Relolve X 
Your ſelf, pleaſe to lay your Commands upor nic. 

Bri, I ve no Commands tor you bur I've (or cQucettiwvn: 

Fro, Which if I an{wer not----- 

Bri. You'l hold your peace : 

How many Ducl!s did you fight at &om:e / 

Fro. But onc. 

Bri, Anſwer mc like a Gentleman, 
Was 't for your Miſtris > 

Fro, It concern'd You, Madam. 

Bri, How do you look when you lic - 

Fro. Not You alone, 

Bur joyn'd with all our noble Br:tiſh Beautics, 
VVhotc Honour a bale foman had traduc'd. 

Bri, You kill'd him > 

Pro, Your Cauſe flew him by my hand. 

Bri, Modcitly ſpoke ; Had you no hurt ; 

Fro, He prickt 
An Artcry, which pos'd th' /talian Surgcons, 

Bri, Sincey you your fclt have ſtudy d Surgery ? 

Fo. Would all Gentlemen ſpent their time no worſe; 
I have found out ſome Sccrcts, 

2i, You've a Powdcr, 

\'Vhar 4o you cal! t ? 

F,0, The Sympathetick Powder, 

Fi, Wile cure the Tooth-ake > 

Fro, Preſently ; try, Madam. 

Bri, No, it may prove Love-Poud:r, thn will cauſe 
The Heart-ake : in ſpight of 1y ownand Love's reath 
I'l k«cpmy heart whole, Now to my lait Quzre, ON 

_ \"'V har 
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Whar deſign has your Charge upon the Princeſs, 
I ſee inthy {weer looks, there is tome plotting, 
Fro, Plowing of Masks, 
Bri, Plotting of Knavery ! 
But I ſhall know ty, my Lady will ecll me, 
And ſhe'1 know t it there be a Witch in Britarn. 
Fre, What 15 thy Lady going to the Devill > 
Bur ler her go, for there's other way 
To ſound the bottom ot Prince F:lamoy, 
He's forty fathom deep below my plummit, 
She gocs to a wilewoman > 
Bri, No, ſhe mcans 
To goto a Wiſeman, to the V Viech-maker, 
The Bard ; who came lalt night into a Cave 
In our V Voods, you ſhall bring me to the Bard, 
Fro, Fic! the Bard (ings only to Princes Ears. 
His Prenrices, V Vieches, and Conjurcrs 
Anſwer Great Ladics; 11 commend you to 
Th'ol Witch thar deals in Palmiſtry ; but then 
I'l be your husband, 
Brr. V Vho ſhall be my husband 
The V Virch muſt ecll me, 
Fro, And that Witch I! be. { Exit Fromund, 


Eater Pontia, Adolph «xd Calarina, 
Por, 1 hvc again, my Children arc become 
Theor Morher's Parents : when thou, my dear Adolpl, 
Look Ut with the cycs of pious rage and ſcorn 
Lpon the Sacriledg of #rlawor, 
Who (without leave from me) durſt court thy Siſter, 
Thon my Soul clos'd in your dead Farher's Urne. 
Sprung from his aſhes ; but when Ceſarina 
Stood the temptation of a Showre of Gold, L 
Yuch 


T he Step-Mother: iz 


Such as the Pocts drcam'd not of, a Crown 
Offer'd her by a Prince, wiſc, young and handſome ; 
Bur yer my Encmy, then I felt the joys 
Of Immorrality, to fee my ſelf 
Mother to a Beauty, born to revenge me 
Upon a Villain, 
Ad, Villain z then Fame is 
Pon, Filamor's Fool, Before he went to Rowe, 
Filamor bad the art of coz'ning Fame : 
For with a Rebels In;pudence he mask'r 
Foul Treaſons under tair and ſpecious Names : 
The difimpowcring me torule my Husband 
(Aa affront not tobe forgiv'n) he call'd 
Fricndfhip to Adolph, Love to Ceſarins : 
He's now return 4 improv'd in Villany, 
Therefore tis time he went a loager Voy ge, 
Ad. And wherthcr will you ſend him now 2 
Pon, To Hell : 
Nor ſhall he go fo far alone ; his Father, 
Sylvanus. And thus Siſter Vielinda 
Shall bear kin Company ; tl" indignity, 
He would have put on mc, ſhall ruine him 
And his whole Family ; 1 did not think 
(When this Match with Syl»azw was firſt treated ) | 
Occaſion durſt be giv'n, bur I refolv'd ? 
It ſhould be raken ; for I that was born 
A Prince, and no mean Bcauty, certainly 
Would never have bury d my (elf alive 4 
In the cold Grave of an Old Prince's Bcd, 
Bur to riſe up with his Crown on my head. 
The principality of Verulam, 
Which I am marry'd to, Il joyn to that 
Ot Malden, which is my Inhcritancc, 


Ce. Madan 
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C& But Madam, is this Juſtice - 

Pon, Give me Pow'rr, : 
Ler honeſt men, thar go to Law, have Juſtice: 
Seb:c&ts may plcad thor Titles, Princes mult 
Diſpute what's Advantagcous, not what's Jul : 

A Crown he merits, wl.o piles Tow'r on Tow'r 

Io fcalcthe Stars, and ritflc Sovcraign Pow r : 

Bur he that puts himſclt into a tright 

With empty ſounds, mcer Terms of Wrong and Rigin: 
ls fierer (when his Conſcience checks at them) 

Towear a Mitrc thea a Diadcm, 


| Enter Criſps, Cepito, G racches and Sergews. 

Rri, Madam, my Lord General, 

Pos, My Lord, 
Are not our @rdcrs {cnt away to Malder, 
That 1 fee your Licurennant- General iicre 

Criſp#:, Yelicrday your Expres came to lis hand 
In Walden, 

(.z-9, Preſently T hors'd the Foot , 
\Vc march d all night, and by the break of das 
I brought your Army into Barnet-Wuorls, 
Whici is within a League of Verulam, 
Where {fe and undiſcovct'd they arc lodyg 4d 
Tillfny Lord Guacral Crrſpas pleate to come, 

Por. CC apito, youu Ve buen activc in my Service 
Our thanks is bur th" carnclt of your reward, 
Ha! wioarcrhicdc > 

(11, Twook my Life- Guard, 

Paz, Britains > 

Cri, Nog Madam, Roman Gladiators, Sword-men, 
We cal! them Maſters of Defence, 

Poz. Stout-mcn 2 

Cap. Mon 
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Cap, Mcn that fear gothing, death's their play-fcllow, 
Thcy dye upon the Stage 0 plcaſc Spectators , 
Poz. But w Te thel. kind of men ever imploy'd 
lna great Action 2 
Crt. Inthe Scrvilde War; 
They brought it to a meaſuring caſt at Rome, 
VV hich: ſhou:d Command in Chict the Lords or Slaves, 
Pon, I'! have 'om for my own Guard, tel, vmto ; 
Cr1, G.ntlemen, tis the pleaſure of my Prince, 
On the account of Valour and of Service, 
To intruſt you with the Guard of her Perſon. 
Sergrus, Tis a high Lonour 3 Grarchus, I had rathc! 
Be trujicd with her Daughter, 
Grarchus, So had I : 
Pox, that a Swan's Ncſt, this poor Iland ſhould 
Have morc great Beauties then the ſever d World. 
Ser, That narrow Scas ſhould breed ſuch Venues, 
Gra, Lhar Britrriſh Whales ſhould play with fu!) 
{wcert Mcrmaids, 
Poa, We make ſhort Mcales, you may dine cre you gO, 
Cri, Tis paſt Twelve, if by One we be a Horſc-back, 
VV c ſhall return by Three to do your Work. 
Pox. 1hen you] have time wh what good fuccel: 
The Brittiſh Bard will promiſe, do you louk 
Your General's Commiſſion be drawn np 
For the Conquclit of Yerulam 5 come my Lori, 
{Excunt Pow, Cr1, Caps Bri, Grat, and Se. 


Adolph, and Caſartaa. 
C4. My Mother us'd to give us better Precepts, 
Ad, She was gvod-natur d, and had ſenſe of Honour, 
Ce. Andof Rc ligion ; but now ſhe leaves 
The Temples of the Guds, to.onfule Warchics, 


. 
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As Brianella tells me; I ſuppoſe 
The Gencral muſt go with her, ſhe knows we 
Arc for no ſuch black Voyages, ts ltrange 
The General ſhould, for he's a man of Honour, 
Ad. Was notour Mothcr once as ſtrict as he 
In point of Honour, but ſhe's chang'd ; this comes 
Of Maice ; Siſter, rake you heed of Malice, 
Ourlide and inlide you'r my Mother's Picture, 
In hatc to Filamey you reſemble her, 
Ce. I have thi ayr of her Facc, notof her Viccs ; 
I love not Filamor, as you do, Brother, 
Bur woul.l not be his murdrefs, like my Mother, 
Ad. You would not with a Dart or Poniard kill 
Prince Filamor, but with a Frown you will : 
It wcre an Honour by your Har to dye, 
My Friend falls ſally, murder'd by your Eye. 
Ce, Can he bemurdcr'd, who has pow'r to live 2 
41, He has no pow'r, but what you pleaſe to givc 
Lov' Siſter, ſave my dear Fricnd's life, and make 
The noblcſt perſon happy, for my ſake. 
Ce. Can you(who to a Brother's love pretend) 
Ruinc your Siltcr to - =p your Fricnd > 
Ad. Ruine my Silter 2 
Ce. Free Love torc'd, diſtroys 
Morc then our Fortunes, or our Livcs, our Joycs ; 
I'l here no more ont. 
Ad. So, you'l part in anger, 
And take this fair occation to break promiſe > q 
Ce. In what ? 
Al, Did not you promiſe mc, to bcg 
Princele Prolindas's Pitture > 
Ce. For niy (clf > 
Bur you ſhall have ir, 


A. Thou 
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Ad, Thou artmy beft Siſter. 
Ce. ButifI gety' her Pifture, you muſt do 
Something for me. 
A1, Something, nay any thing z 
$rill my beſt Siſter, 
Ce. Bur when I enjoyn you 
To take off him,for whom you thus torment me, {aſide 
I ſhall be your worſt Siſter ; for this Picture, 
You will do whatſoever I Command + 
Ad. Give me hcr Picture, and command my Life, 
Ce. A Lover's life > what's that> ſome Authors ſay, 
You 've one to keep, and cight rogive away : 
Muſter your nine Lives, Brother, if you'l fland 
My Charge, for 'cs your Paricnce F| and, 


[ Exennt. 


—_ | — 


A&Qtus Secundus. 
Enter Sy\vanus, Filamor, and Violinda in the #00ds, 


- 
Syl. Leſſing on Bleſſing fall upon my Son, 
p Bread! ecars fall from my Eves for Joy 
To ſce thee in my Arms, I'1 kcepthee here, 
Thou ſhalr travazl nomorc, 
Fil, Yes, if I ſay, 
That *cis not fit your wife ſhould govern you, 
Syl. Alas ! Icould not cat nor fleep in quict, 
Till I had to!d her, char 'rwas thy advice : 
Excuſe the weakneſs of thy Father's age, 


I was not born a Cowr'd, 
D Fil. Your -* 


18 The Step-Mother: 


Fil, Your Valour, Sir 
Is one of Brinains memorable Fortunes ; 
For when Arcadius and Honorias lolt 
Their Laurell to the Scots, then you defeated 
A Cohort of the Roman Horſe of Maldes. 
Sy!. Aman would think thoſe Romans ran away 
VVith my commanding Pow'r, for, ever ſince 
I marry'd Portis, I've lerv'd under her, 
She ſhall obcy me now. 
Fil. Spoke like a Printe 
That undcrſtands the duty of his Subjedts, Z 
Sy. I haveno Governeſs—bur if my witc 
Kncw of our Mecting — 
Fil, V'Vhat will your wife do > 
Syl, Shel rake 't unkindly, and I would not gricve her, 
Becauſe ſhe Loves me ; ſhe'l not ſtay thus long 
From me— by this ſhe's in my Bed-Chamber, 
And miſſes me, 
Fil. No, Sir, no Creature comes 
Into your Bed-Chamber,the doors arc bolted, 
And your Phylitians (fec'd by mc) give our, 
You reſted not laſt Night, and have took ſomething 
To procurefſleep, 
Syl. Then Filamoy makes this 
A day of happineſs to his old Father, 
Fil. Sir, you'l make this day happy to your Children, 
if you'l lay your Commands on Yrolinds 
To Love her Servant, my brave Friend, Prince Azolph ; 
I am a Suitor for him, 


Syl. Soam 1, 
And ewo ſuch Suitors muſt have no denial. 
Violinda. - Am knows, Sir, that I love Prince 
Adolph, | | 
As much as he loves Frlamor: Syl. Enough, 


The Step-Mother? T9 
Sy. Enough, . . | 
'Tis enough in all conſcience, Yiolinds, 
Fil. In conſcience : YVielinds ſhould leve him 
As much as he loves her, he doars upon her. : 
Syl. Then I would have thee doat upon him tos. 
Vis. Adolph's my Brother's Friend, and Coſarins 
Is my Friend z Sir, for both I have aYriendſhip : 
Buc that I ſhould love Ceſarina's Brother 
Unleſs ſhe's loves my Brother, there's no reaſon. 
Syl. No reaſon, Girl, I am for thee again. 
Fil, Away, you trifflcr, you ſpin out the time, 
Knowing I muſt prepare for th' entertainment 
Of my Step- Mother. 
$Syl, Comes ſhe to the Wood, 
Fil. Preſcntly, 
Syl. My wifeſhall not come to me, 
Il go to her. 
Fil, She ſhall not ſee you here, 
Pray, ſtay, Sir, 
Syl, Croſs me not; I'vowl'l go. | 
[ Exter Tetrick Like a Conjurer, 
Fil, 1 muſt call Tetrich to him : Come away 
My Father's leaving us, 
Tet, You never think 
Of me, but when you'r at a loſs ; I'l meddle 
With no blown buſineſs, 
Fil, Keep him in the Woods, 
And 1 will make thee Lord of the whole Foreſt 
Tet, Excuſe, Original Infirmity, | 
My humour's peeviſh, Sir, but my I ood ; 
11 top your Father's haſt : Sir, I muſt you, 
Syl, A Conjurer ? I will ſo devill thee, [he beats Tetrick. 


D 2 Tet. Hold, 


_— —  — 
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Tet, Hold,hold hand Sir;1'm Servant Tetrick; 
Tet, I am juſtly puniſh'd 
For looking ugly, 
Syf. Follow mc, thou know'lt. 
My ſweet wife loves me, 
Tet, That's the Queſtion, Sir 
Be pleas'd to ſtay and yon will hear 't determin'd ; 
Macier of Fa 's this, The Princeſs of Maldey, 
Your wifc, intended to have dealt with Witches 
For the bewitching you (ſome ſay) ro death : 
Yovr Son diverts hcr withthe artitice 
Of (crtingup (as ſhe thinks) a Virech-maker, 
Call'd (tor rhe ſinging of's Predictions) 
The Br:tiſh Bard; as ſoon as ſhe has din'd 
Your wife comes tQ the Bard's Cave, then you'l know- 
Whether ſhe loves or hates you. 
Syl. Son, I {tay ; 
But hideme from my wifc. 
Fil. She ſhall not ſee you.. [ Exit Syl. and Fil, 
Tet, Fromund, I Conjure thee, appear O Wuch, 


Enter Fromund like a Witch, 

All goes as well as heart can wiſh, , th' old Prince 
Is now ingag'd. 

Fra. Yonder comes Brianel/a, 
My Miſtr< fs, with a Basket full of Plate,. 
Her Lady's offering to the Britijb Bard : 
You owe me thanks for 'r, I hinted the Plate, 
We mult help one another, 
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: Entey Brianella , and her 
Tet, In requital Maid with a Bake, 
I't make tece tell hcr Fortune ; ſpcak out Siſter, 
You do ſo mumble, what would y* have me do > 
Fro, Move the great Witch-maker, the Byitiſb Bard, 
To inlarge my Commiſſion with power 
Of Life and Death, over Plants, Beaſts, and Men, 
Tet. What, what ? 
Fro, Sooner or latter, I am ſure, 
I muſt come to the Faggot and the Fire z 
Shall I be burn'd for nothing ? 
Tet, One ycar more 
You muſt tell Fortunes by the Hand ; next Spring: 
I'l move the Bard for you, pretty ſweet Siticr, 
Fro, Inrche mean time, if I might but bewitch 
Dumb Creatures, only Adonkeys, Cats, and Dogs : 
A ſcurvy proud young Widow, veltcrnight, 
Cn = Dog ay _— bur bewic | 
Her lirtle » thou -ars paticnt| 
The loſs of a kind i O ct © 
Her little Dbg (I'm ſure) will break her heart, 
Tet. Teach me > I'l pull thy noſeoff, and that Dog 
Shall car it : go, take from that noble Lady 
That Basket tull of Plate,look in her hand 
And e<1l her Fortune. 


Enter Pontia, Criſpus, Gracchus and Sergius. 
F,o, Your hand----I'm prevented, 
Bri, Burt Mother, Moricr, I hope we-ſhall meer, 
Fyo, At the Mark-Beech, an hour hence, 
Bri, T'! not fail, 
O Madam ! they know all things; the Magician 


Could 
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Could tcll me, 'twas a Baskct full of Plate, 
— Pon, Miniſters of Fate, I come to know the Iſſuc 
Of « delign of Blood. 
Tet, My Song will fit her [ aſide. 
Madam, we'r not impowr'd to anſwer Princes, 
Thar's reſcrv'd for the Bard himſclft, who now ; 
In the Bard's Cave is diſcovered a man with 
a grey beard, in a Rnfſet Gown, fleeping 
with a Harp 13 bus hand, 
Lyes in a Trance : I'l hold up to his Soul 
Your Princely Off ring, with the names of thoſe 
You vow to death, it you'l bur write them down, 
*'Tis the Bard's Cultomec, 
Pon, Bring Pen, Ink and Paper, She writes , and 
Terrick reads the wes the Paper to 
Liſt. crrick, 
DIS MANIBUS. Pontia devotes to hell 
Filamor, Violinda ad Sylvanus, 
Tet. So, I've her Trcaſon, now, under her hand, 
Pon, You'l wake him ? 
Tet, With our uſual Ceremony 
Of Muſique and a Dance. 
Tet. and From, hold up to the Bard the Lift 
- and the Basket, to which Sergius points. 
Ser, Look you there Sirrha, 
Barbara de piftts vent Baſcauda Britannis : 
That Britiſþb Bafcaud would ſell well at Rome. 
Grace, So would the pretty Maid that brought the 
Vaſcaud 
But Princeſs Ceſaring for my money. 


Muſique, 
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Muſique, 
Tetrick azd Fromund fall ixto « Dance, then 
comes 11 another Conjurer, and another Witch, 
and from under his Coat and her Gown, drop 
out two little Familiars, an he and a ſhe, At 
the end of this Antique, the Bard wakes, aud 


ſings. 
The Bard's Song. 


On the Poplars and Oaks 

When the white Raven croaks, 

And the crafty young Fox withdrawes, 
With the fair Fawn 

Through a gu Lawn 

TuHt into the Lion's pawes : 

Then the Scene of Blood is afted ; 
Then the wood- Nymphs run diftrafied ;; 
The Mandy ake br ie ſj, 

The Moon's pale cheeks 

Look dark ;; 

But hark, 7 
Braſſe Baſdns and Trumpets are ſounding ; 
See, ſee, how ſoon 

They thunder the Moon 

Out of the Belipſe ſhe was drown d in, 
What ſhould we ſear 2 

The Sun ſhines clear ; 

No Mi#t on the Hill, 

= 4 Clowd in wh 

The Lark ſings ſhrill, 

And the Swallow flyes high: 
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The Scene of the Bard is ſhut up, Manent Pontia, 
Criſpus, Brianclla, and the Gladiators, 


Enter Capito with the Commiſſion. 
Cay, The Generall's Commiſſion, under Seal, 
Pow, You'r now impowr'd to conquer , © Pontia 


Verulam ;; | res the 
What do you think of the ſucceſs preſag'd > YJcommiſion 
My Lord, what's your opinion of che Bard > Tro Criſpus. 
Criſps, Firſt, Madam, give me leave to hcar your 
judgment. 
Pon. I take him to be ſomewhat more then humanc; 
He ſpeaks the Language of another World, 
So well ; that his expreſſions are all Picture , 
The fair Fawn, the young Fox, and the white Raven 
Is clearly my old Husband and his Children ; 
The Moon cclypſ'd that's I, whole light is drown'd 
Till your victorious Drums and Trumpets found.: 
You have my ſcaſc, give mc pow own ; I know 
Crifþus to be a man of ſo much worth, 
He ſcorns to flatter any Prince z ſpeak freely, 
Cri#p. E're we end our diſcourſe, I'le clear that point : 
She'l tind I am no flarterer, I have watcher 
A long time for this opportunity, [a/ide, 
To (ct a Looking: glafs before her Soul + 
Then freely (fince I have it in command) 
I ehink our Dy#ids Prophets 5 but our Bards 
(Like all che tribe of Fortune-rellers) Jughkrs, 
Pon. Than you believe not this to be a Viſion ; 
Whar do you think it is > 
Criip. Ineclligence 
From his confedgrate Knaves ; you are betray'd, 
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Pon, And ſo, you would adviſe, not to procced > 
Crifþ. Madam, had I been of your Cabiner-Counſcl, 
You ſhould not have begun ir, VWhar's your quarrell 2 
Th'Opinion, That Wives ſhould not culc theirHusbands, 
For words ſpoken by a Child (for then 
Prince Filamoy was not fixtcen years old,) 
You'l ruine him, his Siſtcr, and your Husband; 
Strange grounds for murdring Princes, and for Veſting 
All cheir Dominions in your telf, 
Pon, Yet, Sir, 
Some Counſellors that are as wilc as You, 
Have _ both the Grounds and the Deſign, 
Criſ. If by wiſe, your Highneſs means Politnque, 
I grant thoſe Countellors were more wiſe than I : 
For, my fimplicity will never flatter 
My Prince into a Deity ; I cannot 
Tell you, that Princes arc exempted from 
The Law of Nations ; that Revenge and Murder * 
(Stains in the Meanc)are Triumphs to the Great: 
I cannot find ont Prefidents for Injuſtice, 
Nor inſtance (as your Flatrercrs have done) 
Thar if particular Rights had been preſerv'd, 
The World had becn unconquer'd, Macedon 
One private Kingdom ſtill, and Xome another, 
Pon, What arc the Maxims upon which you bin1!d > 
Crif. My Principlcs are Honeſty and Hotour, 
_ of valug in a poor man's hand, 
neſtin-able in a. Prince's Breaſt : 
Hoy happy our Poſterity will live 
Under a Prince charattc'd by a Druid 
Who prophecics that you little Britrſh Princes 
Shall fu79s ya one King, and deſcribes him, 
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Pon, How ? 
May we hear the deſcription > 
Criſp. I remember 
So much as ſhews the great diſparit 
Berwcen You and that Monarch : Thus rt begins, 
Now in B-:taiz reigns a King, 
Young and a& ve as the Spring ; 
And pray oblecve it, Madam, thus it cnds, 
He has Valour, ſuch as might 
For the whole World ſafcly fight : 
Wiſdome, which could rule it roo ; 
But he's Juſt, and will not do 
For a thouſand Worlds one Wrong : 
Never did his ſpirit long, 
On another Prince's Throne 
(By meer Pow'r,) to raiſe his own. 
And ſo far, for any ends, 
Is he from deſtroying Fricnds, 
Th at ev'n his Encnucs confeſle 
His Mercy tothe Mercileſſe, 


Make this Juſt King your Pattern, 
Pon, on nn. ; $ he ftrikes the 
Deliver your Commiſſion; we ſhall chuſe pry ar Ou 


A Gencrall, not a Tutor. of bis hand, 
Criſp. Humbly thus,. He layes dawn 

My publique Perſon I put off, and pray, 3h > cnihe——c 

Thar, as a private man, I may be heard, @ at her feet, 
Pon. But not for your Commiſſion ; young man, 

You have a Succeſſor : he's in my cye ; 

Eapito's our Generall, 


Criſ. For him I move, 


(In reference to your ſafety) that you'l put him * 
o 


7 he Step-Mother. 27 


Into immediate Action, elſe you'r loſt, 
For (if I underſtand the Bard) you lic 
Open to F:lamor, your plot's betray'd, 
Your life at ſtake : the Queſtion is not now, 
On whar ill Grounds you have begun, bur how 
(Being ingag'd) you may preſerve your Self. 
That's a Juſt Cauſe, in which your niceſt SubjeRt 
May draw his Sword with honour, 

Porn, And who worthicr, 
In a Juſt Caule, to be our Generall, 

Then noble Cr:iſpws # There, take your Commiſſion. 
Criſ. No, Madam ; as the Romans manumir 
Their Slaves, you have freed Criſps with a blow ; 

You ſtruck me, as men ſtrike their {wounding friends, 

To bring me to my Senſes : hitherto, 

Devotion to your ſervice firſt, and then 

My own concern (both as to Fame, and Fortune) 
Gave me the trouble of diftradted hopes : 

Now all the lines of my Ambition 

Meet in one little point (touch d by your han\d,) 

I centre in my Sclf : fix'd to enjoy 

The plcaſure of a private life z retirement 

From ſplendor, and from Care, which preſſes in 
Togilied Rooms; Porters at Prince's Gates 

Could never kcepoutC are and Fear, two ſtrangers 
To low-rooft Houſes, where Tl live and dye. 

Pon, Will Criſpss do a Service to his Prince 

With ſuch diſſervice, as to let me know 

My Cauſe is juſt, and make the Warld ſuſpedt ir, ' 

By quitting the Imployment > 

Orife Pardon mc 3 

Should the Gods ſcnd their winged Meſſenger = 
With that Commuſſion, and all their Hands tOit, 


E 2 The 
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The Go.ls ſhould pardon me, [He offers to go, 
Pon, Stay, it he gocs, 
In my Attempt I can proceed no further , 
We may ulc valiant Rogues to doa Murder ; [ aſide, 
Bur Polcitians arc conccrn'd to find 
Perſons of Wort), when Conquells are dcſign'd, 
Criſpus, how high a value I have for thee, 
Let my great Heart demonſtrate, which deſcends 
B-low it ſelf, to an acknowledgment 
That I have wrong'd theee. 
Criſ, When I {crve again, 
I'! r&&e up your Commiſhon, 
Por. SO 'obſtinate ? 
Then I ſtand upmy (clf, yonr Prince, Accept it 
From my Command, 
Criſ. You may command my Hcad, 
My Hand ſhall be my Subject. 
Pon, Yet hear Reaſon, 
Though you'l not hear your Prince ; you cenſure me 
For ſecking to deſtroy a Family 
For a Boy's words; ycot for a Woman's words | 
(And ſhe your _— you can diſpenſe 
With Loyalty in your ſelf, abandoning 
Your Prince to her awaken'd Enimics, 
Cri. Juſtly I amrcbuk'd; upon my knee CHe takes up 
I beg your patrons and accept your wours Ye Commiſ- 
Longer to hold you in diſcourſe, were dan - C ſon, 
crous 
Toyour Aﬀeairs, Itake my humble leave : 
Now- that your Sword is in my Hand again, 
It ſhall not freeze, I'l firike a ſuddain blow z 
Fortunc's ſwift-turning VWheel deccives the flow. 


Exit Criſpus, 


Pon, Capito, 


"_ 


_— - 
— 
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Pore Capito, you perccive, that in our Army 
You hold the ſecond Place, to have the firſt ; 
At the next Vacancy 
Capi. Ler me ſerve your Highneſs 
In any Place, 'tis to my hand alike, 
Tobear a Truncheon or to trail a Pike. [Exit Capito. 
Bri, Other mcnare Flefk and Blood,the General, Fire; 
Here were a Husband now, if one could catch him : 
Old Wich, I'| venture at thy Lottery 
A!l my Gold, but I] draw a General, 
Pos. The {uddain blow tis I muſt ſtrike, not Criſps ; 
Before he comes, Fi lamey may be fled: 
Filamor's the Bard's Fox, Criſpus my Lion, 
Valiant, but generous, I know he'! ſeize, 
But that's all, for he'l never kill the Prey, 
Nor can I, barc-fac'd, do 't ; that Foxe's caſe 
Shall piece this Lion's skin Go Brianela, 
Bid Ceſarina mect me at the Poplars, 
I 've new Inſtructions for her, the muſt ſmooth 
Her fere-head when ſhe looks upon the Prince z 
Do you ſcck him out, and tell F:lamor 
You'r not ſent by my Daughter, (nor forbid) 
To let her know (atrer his Mask) if he 
Take hcr our, ſhe'l dance with him. 
Bri, 11 acquaint him, 
Pax. The Gods are bound in Honour to perform 
What they have promis'd by the By:ireſh Bard. 
Bri, My life upon 't, 
Pon, Filamor's life 's upon 't ; 


And my Hand ſhall revenge his baſc affront, 


[Exeunt, 


Enter 
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Enter Cxſarina and Violinda with PiAure-Tablets 
in their hands, 
Vial, It with our Pictures we could change our ſ{clycs. 

I would be you : Would you be Yrolinda > 
Ceſarina. And never with to be ny (elf again ; 

If I were Yiolinds, I'd not Change | 

With Ceſarina fot the World to | 

But Violinda were you Ceſarina, 

You would not love your Brother Filamor. [him 7 
Vie, What would he care for my hate,when you lov'd 
Ce. My love would hardly plcaſe him were we chaug'd, 

For I ſhould be his Siſter, you his Miſtreſs, 

And you would be no kinder then I am, 

Bur here's my Brother. [Emer Adolph. 
Vio, Then I rake my leave. . 
Adolph. Madam, you fly from me; as if our Hearts 

Mov'd upon Needles rouch'd by th' oppolite Polcs, 

Of che Celeſtial Loadſtone Love, yet nay 

I mention it to 
Vio, From that Itly, 

And not from you ; I've an Eltecm for you, 

As Brother to my Fricnd ; bur till ſhe love 

My Brother, when you mention love to me ; 

I fall retire, [ Exit Violinda, 
Ad. You ſec, how I'm concern'd 

To be my Fricnd's Sollicitor in his Suir, 

Ce. Sollicit me for your Miſtreſle's Picture, 
Ad, Have you her Picture, that's ſome comfort yer, 

Thus Yrolixda and I will never part. 

Ce, Hold, you'r not like ro meet, bur on Conditions, 
Ad. Have 1 not Sign'd a Blank ? fill youir up 
With yoar own Arnicics, | 
Ce. Firſt, 


a —_—_ ka 
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Ce, Firſt, you ſhall promiſe, 
Never more to move me for Filamor, 
A1. You are not (ſure you cannot be) in carneſt > 
Ce, Noprowile, Sir, no Picture, 
A4. lam filenc'd, 
Let Filamor's own Mctits ſpeak for him——- 
Come — 
C4, Not ſo haſty : Secondly----- 
Ad, Have 
A pair of chcſc Commands 2 
Ce. You ſhalli , 
To uſe your beſt endeavours to perſwade 
Filawoy to relinquiſh his pretence 
Of Lovetome, 
Ad. Andall this for a Picture > 
Would y* have me looſe, like «ſop's Dog, the ſubſtaace 
With catching at Jo _ = ev know, Siſter, 
On F:ilamor's $ 
Of ts, oY —__ 
Ce, Let what will depend 
Theſe are your Termes. 
A4. You think, I'l not accept them 
Give me the Picture, IT undo my ſelf 
Tober d on thee; ſuch pow'rfull Reaſons 
I'l give my Friend againſt thee—-- he ſhall rake u 
Thy ſcorn, and thou (as he does now) ſhalt fig 
(When F:lamor enjoyes a greater Beauty ) 
And ſay, That matchlefs Prince was once my Servant. | 
Emter Filamor w_ with Briane 


o OR I have —— have ; here's the Picture, 

's 1 to your ement, 
A The giv þ Adolph the P:ure. 
" [Exit Calarina, 


Filamor , 
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Filamor, Dance with me > Ceſarixadance with me >» 
One name may ſound, at diltance, like another, 
Did ſhe name me > Madam, excuſe my doubts, 
I do believe you, yer fo great an honour, 
To me fo uncxpectcd, on the ſudiain 
Puzzicd my faith : I owe to Friancl/a 
For the frit newcs that makes me Fortunate, 
F?Bri. But, Sir, you muſt conceal th Intelligence, 
Or cl{c you'l loſe your Spic, 
Fil, 1'd rathcr loſe 
Verulam, 
By!, You'r notlike to keep ir long, [afide, 
Bur to rcl| that, isour of my C ommiſſion : 
I rake my bumble leave. 
Fil, Farcwell (wect Maid. 
Compar'd to me, how happy art thou Ado/ph, 
When Y7ol:nds gives thec a denial, 
She grieves thee with ſo much Civility. 
Ad. Your Siſter carrics it the handſomer ; 
Minc, like a Tigreflc, (hews an angry fore-hcad, 
Her fury lightons in her cycs : your Stlcr 
Poiſons me, like a Polninan, (ailing ; 
_ lincc 1'd burit, but for this Antdote 
Our Fri nd(hip, Filamor. Emb, acts. 
Fil, Our Fiiendſhip, Adolph, 
Is a fcli.ity which ballanccs 
All our m&fortuncs, 
Al. Love it ſelf gives placc 
To Fricniſhip in my Herauldry. 
Fil, Take heed 
How you ſerup Fricndihip againft Love, A.olph, 
Love 1s a God. 
Ad, He is, and we arc Men, 
Who 
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Who importune the Gods, and give them trouble 
With hy + and Sacrifices for our Loves 
W, _ f ſe, and { 
e m y for acurle, ome kind 
May conllh ws for a bleſſing---lcr me rell you 
(As I do love you) truly, I ſuſpect 
My Siſtcr, 
Fil. Ha! 
Ad. Did 1 fay, I ſuſpe > 
Fil, That was a Princely check upon his tongue, 
Ad. 1 know, my Siſter will be no good Wite. 
Fil, It any man, but Adolph, rold me fo, 
I ſhould not be thus paticne, 
Ad, In plaia rerms, 
I know, my Siſter will be an ill Wite, 
Fil, Is'r madnefſe > or is't envy that alp<r(cs 
Thy Siſter ? 
Ad. Wherefore do-you furle your brow ? 
I tell you Ceſarina is not worth 


A thought of Filawor's, 
Fil, Unſay thy words, 
Whilſt we are friends, 


Ad. If you remember her, 

Let it be ſo as we remember Tyrants, 
For th'cvill they have done. 

Fil. Be wilc betimes, : 
Kneel, and beg pardon of thy Siſter's virtue : 
Yer we are fricnds, 

Ad, Therefore I am oblig'd 
To diſabuſe you---- 

Fil, Fricndſhip, up to heaven, _ 

From whence thou cam ſt , againſt this Enemy, 
The Common Encmy of Love = Virtve, 


33 


z 
ives they will prove, Heav'n =_ knows : 
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I draw the Swor1 of Juſtice, [Fil. drawer. 
Ad, Har me out, | Al. drazes, 
Before I ſer this Seal upon thy hearing z 
What Fury ſtrikes our that cicar ligit, thy Reaſon > 
Arc you fo blind, ſo obſtinarcly blind, 
You will nor ſec a dreadtul Precipice, 
When I point to it ? If you l not believe 
Your Fri.nd, you have before your cycs the ſad 
Example of your Fathcr, good old man ! 
How like a child is he aw'4 by my Mother ! 
There's ewenty thouſand Motixrs in my Siſter ; 
Alrcady ſhe begins her tyrannous reign, 
And makcs you more a child than your'weak Fathcr, 
Or clſc you would have more Scnce then to love 
On: chart ſcorns you. I'vc done, 
Fil. And I begin; 
Firſt, lct me joy my (clf, for cancelling 
The long miſplac'd relation of a Friend 
To ſo unnatural a Brother ; then, 
Thou ſtranger to my heart, in thy - heart's blood 
I'l waſh off che durt caſt upon thy Siſtcr, 
Not love her > Why >? becauſe the {corns me 2 fool, 
I would not love her if ſhe did not ſcorn 
One of no _— SY 
Ad. Then you do her. wrong, 
To move my biſter for one of no mcrit, 
Fil, Unworthy man,that which thou would & deſtroy, 
My Love to her, creatcs in me a Merit, 
Ad, Alas poor F:lamor, to deceive thy ſelf 
What curious Are thou haſt, what ſubtile non-cenſe, 
A mcrit and no Merit > and for this, 
The faſt an looſe, the Juggle of a Word, 
Thou draw'ſ{ upon thy fricnd ? : 
#il, 


att. er 
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Fil, Dear friend, forgive me, 
Som«tlung you ſaid (which concern'd Caſarine) 
That pur mc unto paſhonz what it was 
I have forgot, but as 'tis ſtate | now, 
I muſt contulc, 1 bluſh to find my (elf 
In this oftcnuve polture, 
Ad, Pur not up 
Your {word ; for you ray fight, and you may chuſc: 
Will you rclinquith all pretence of love 
ToCaſarmat 
Fil, Not whulſt I've a ſword, 
And ttrengeh to guide to thy heart, 
A4, Tr. well; 
I'm glad to hear that you are fo reſolved : 
You nay fight z bu., #:lamoy, if you do, 
You ſhall fight with my Siſter, For this Picture, 
(A part of F-lamor, and Adolph's AI) 
I Pi omis'd « eſarira, ro pcrſwade you 
(With r. y but oratory) to relinquiſh 
Your love to hcr ; 1 have perform'd : and you, 
Bcforc, hk. a rough Dian ond, only rich 
In ny belick, e.us poliſh'd, ſtrikes n y eyes : 
Amaz'd to met ſo glorious a ſurprize. 
Filamoy's c{timarc is trebbled now 
In Aelph's valuation ; and by this time 
(You have y. t rore advantage by your triall, 
For) Ceſarrna's heart (I warrant) akes 
For fcar I ſhould prevail. 
Fil, She meant ( I hope 
I flarter not my (clf ) to try, if ſhe | 
Might ventvre on me any further Grace 
Then th'tonour ſhe intends me at my Mask, 
To dance with mc, | 


F 2 Ad, 
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Ad, That's ſome kindne(s 

Has bur one faulr, ſhechinks Low - -—— A 

Bur Fricad if, from fo bigh a piccty, b«r Pride 

Can ſtoop to any Hubaud, AY 's thy Bride, 


{ Exen-t. 


—— 


—c__—_—  — 
—— 


Actus Tertius. 


Enter Brianclla st ove Dovy ; at ano:her, Fromund 
like a Witch, 


His is th' appoinecd- place ; thare's the Mark- 
Beech, 


And the old W iech too 3 Juck an't be th 
A Gcncral, I beſeech thee, —_—_— _—_ 
Moxher, you are a VVoman of your word 

Fro, Gn, y good Daughter, neither Man nor Woman 
Will break their word with you ; ſhow me your hand, 
Off with your Glove : Ay marry, Child, if Cfar 
Were now our Lord, he would ſend for his Guards 
That watch th" rabies Trees, and ſect them Ceneree 
Upon this Balm, 

Bri, A Com plemental Hag, [ ader 
How come you to be {ach a Courticr, Merhcr ? 

Fro, I ſhall be carch'd---- Firſt, Daughtcr, I pray re- 

ſolve me, 

Did never any Gentleman, at Courr, 
Tell you your Fortune ? 

Fri, YE. 

Fro, Then if your Hand 
Caa turn a Courticr toa Fortune-Teller ; __ 

y 
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Why may 't not make us Fortune-Tellers Courtiers ? 
Bri, A plcaſant Witch : what > Compaſſes 2 do you 
Mcan to ſervey my Hand with your Glaſs-cycs 2 
Cone, on with them : Firſt, bow long ſha.1 1 live 2 
Fro, Here's a deep Life-line, without Croſs or Break 
Ten, twenty, thirty, you'l live, till you be | 
Juſt a year olver then am 1, a hun- C Fromund with brs 
drcd. ; Compaſſes meaſures 
ber Viial Lane, 
Bri, Thar's long cnough ; ſhall I be forrunace 2 
Fro, Inever law fuch a proſperity-l:c 
Running quite through your Trianvle z it cuts 
Your 7 «ble-lize, and has the noblcit Sriier, 
You'l be Right Honourable, 
Bri, So, hcre's Fortune, 
And Honour ; but what Plcaſure > how many Huzb.n; ? 
Fro, Tothat what ſayes the Afount of Afercury ? 
Tis crofs'd with ove Line, you'l have bur one Hutband, 
Þri, How ? but one Husband in a hundred yrars 2 
O piniful } 
Fro. But in the Mount of Yenus 
Are Stars , in Sol and Juprtey a Zone ; 
A Venus-Girle, you] have ſtorc of Servants, 
Bri, Shall I keep Counſcl > 
Fro, Ar foor of fat Mount, 
Your Capital line and your Vital line 
Meet in an «cure Angle, which demonſtzates, 
Your Head holds correſpondence with your Heart : 
You'l not tell any Secrets of your own. 
Bre. No, it 1 do ; like a poor Veſtai-Nun 
That can't keep Counſel when ſhe meers her Servant, 
Let me be bury'd alive ; this one Husband 


Wil 
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Wil! be (I hope) a good one : pray, what manncr 
Of Man ? 
Fro, Black hair, not curl'd by Art, but Nature ; 
Good hop full Signs, 
Bri. Havcl (ccn him 2 
Fro. Today, 
He courtcd you for a Wite, 
Bri. Ha that's Fromund 2 
He has a voluble Tongue ? 
Fro, The Gudgcon bices., [ aſide, 
A winning way (the's taken with my Courtſhip) | aſide, 
The young man Complemcunts better then th' old Wuch, 
Bri, A Travellcr ? 
Fro, One who in Forrcign parts 
Has noted Men and Manners ; I'm cock-ure, [ aſide, 
Bri, A Co riicr too ? 
Fro, Ia (ome Place, or Imployment, 
About a Prince : ſhe's mine, from all the World. [ aſide. 
Bri. Princc Filamor's Tutor, Fromund, out upon him 
A younger Brother, Fron-und ts about to 
Fro. 36, ſo, my Cakc's dow, diſcrver himel}. 
When I belicv'd my (cif ro be cock-ſure, 
If I had flung off ny diſguiſc, how the 
Had lau hr art mc 2? 
Brit. What > Mothkcr, a la mort > 
Fro. Daughter, I am conſi.lering your Condition, 
Will you lead Apcs in Hell, 
Bri, cs, (Apes is ſomething 
To nuſt to) rathcr then T1 marry Hopes : 
I am for Honour, and Eſtate in Han, 
No promiſing Husband is for me z can you 
Change me x Courrticr for a General ? 
For Fromnnd [| not give one farthing-roken. 
Fro, He's 


——— EC. 
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" Fyo. He's much bound to you, alide. 
Bri, Make itmy Lord Coiſons, ſh 
You ſhall tave the worth of a hundred pieces, 
This Saphyr-Ring. 
Fro, It you would give me Lozden, 
I cannot hind a General in your Hand, 
Bri. Adicu, 
Fro, Butthe young Conjurer makes Love to me, 
And I'llay my Commands upon my Servant, 
To ſcarch the Stars for my Lord General, 
Bri, Take the Ring , Mother : when ſhall I hear of you> 
Fro, Inth'Evening : mean time, if you could bur ger 
Your Lady to move ny Lord Criffus tor you, 
Bri, That I am ſure ſhe will, SFroaund throwes off 
the Witches habit, 
Fre: Thcn I am ſurc---- [ Exit Brianclla, 
The Gencrall will not have thee, he's a perſon 
Of ſomuch honour, that he] never marry 
One, chy diſhonourable Lady ſpeaks for : 
[Enter Tetrick, 
There's life in't yet ; Tetrich, I muſt have thee 
To help me in the bulineſle of my love. 

Tet, Thedevill's in'r, when men make love their buſineſs; 
Thou a man > thou a horſe : and would thou hadit 
(Beſides thy amorous cm—_ qualme) 

All the diſcaſes of a horſe : I help thee > 

Fro, Thee I have help'd, and may prove to thy purſe 
More inftrumenrall yet, 

Tet, Why, look you, Fromunt!, 
How you miſconſtrue me : I'] ſerve your love, 
If you will love at ſeaſonable times, 
But to ſtand fooling now, when Pontia, 
Th'llluſtrious Traytrefle, rakes up Gladiators 


To 
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To murder our great Maſter----herc he ; [ Enter Sylvanu 
comes reading a Paper, 
Reading che bloody Liſt ſhe gave the Bard, 
Syl. Dis Manihus, Pentia devorcs to hell 
Filamor, Violinda, and Sylvanm---- 
Am I here » Is my name down ? thank you, Wite ; 
Kind ſecond wite, I very wumbly thank _ 
For the recovery of my Wits----- you hear 
No news ? 
Tet, None, Sir. 
$y!. Bur what you hear from me---- 
Fro, What news is char, Sir > {Syl.frowns oz Fromund, 
Syl, Senſe, Sir ; 1 ſpeak ſculc, 
Tet, That we have heard oft, | Syl. ſmiles on Terrick, 


Syl. But when, Tetrick > when ? 


orc I marry'd Pontia ; never (ince, 

Till now, 

Fro, And now you underſtand your danger » 

Prevent ir in her rune, 
$yl, You'r a fool ; 

Shail I deſtroy my wife for her firſt faulc ? 
Tet. That were to imitate her cruclty, 
Sy). Thou'rt wiſe. 

Tet, It ſhe commit another Treaſon---- 
Syl. Then the ſhall die. 
Tet, But you'l forget your Promiſe, 


Be pleas'd ro write it down, 


Syl. Il fer my hand 
To nothing----- 2 
Tet, That's «nprixcely : but 'tis | 
To write as ſhe did, your Note for <- Note. 
Sy. "Tis juſt indeed, 1'] underwrie her Paper, 
Tet, 


4 . 
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Tet. You'l find her Pcn and Ink too ich Bard's Cave, 
[ Exit. Sylvanus. 
Fro, Sce how Aﬀedtion ſwaycs ! though both our 
Reaſons ; 
Were of one colour, mine look'd dul ; thine bright, 
When Prejadice and Favour chang 4 the light. 
[ Exeunt, 


Enter Pontia, Czfarina, Violinda, Brianefla, 
Gracchus axd Scrgius. 

Pontia, This Mask was made for you by Filamor, 
And therefore 1t he take you out to dance, 
Dance with him © eſar:n4, though you love not 
The Man, be civill to the Prince, 

Caſarina. I ſhall. 

Pon, Atter the Maſque, whicher will you two walk 2 

Ce. Through the Lawne. 

Por, Juſt into the Lion's =_ ; [ aſide, 
O excellent, incomparable Bard ! 
Gracchus and Sergiw, you know the Lawne ? 

Serg, I do; That's the Place. 

Pon. 1 Pay well. 

Sero, Then harg well, 
If cicher he or I ncglc your ſervice. 

Grace, Our Roman Swords ſhall fall upon your Foes. 
Swiftcr then Arrow: $ from your Brittſh bowes. 

Pon, When the Maſquc's done, remen ber Briazella, 
Your part. : 

Brianella, Your Mclage to the Prince ſhall be 
Dclivcr'd, as from Princcfs C efart.e. 

Pon. Filamoy will belicve thee, when he foes 
Thy firit newes (of her dane ing with him) rue : 
Dov't carctully, and Þ1 make thee ny car, 

G Tic 
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The Generall will not deny thy love 
VVhen I move for thee, 
Bri, You'r aroyall Miſtreſſe, 
Ce, My Dear ; what are theſe Maskers ? | They it, 
Vis. Ovid's Hunt{men : 
Their Forms (chang'd by wuis Gods) the Gol of Hunting, 
Apollo, has reſtor'd to Phaectos, 
Cephalus and Adeor. 
Pon, Sce, they come, 
inmwhich is a Laws 


Apollo's Mask, 't Scene,a Grove, 


Enter P.acton, rell Tree,and three 
Poplar Trees, 
Phae, Hey ! Erother----#00d-men come away, 
Aqzon > Cepualus? So bo 2 EnterFil. Adolph 
C: orus within, as Cephalus aud 


Never may they ſeeSpaori ,w/10 ſtay Atzon. 
When Pi 2-t0i ſayes, come, or Go : 
Adttx. Shall we rv4 5 be loup-li v d Hart 4 
Phac, Ak the Tourbj il God of Art, 
(ho rettor d ws our Forms) Apollo, 
My Father promis'd he would follow : | Enter Apollo, 
See, the great Huntſman comes at laſt. 
Apol, Our morning-Rites in Delphos pact ; 
I came to London, where my Sitter 
Dwells in her Tample ;, but 1 mi ff d her : 
For (wex d with things, which fools deſar'd) 
She was 1#t0 ber Grove retir'd : 
Fhen ſwift 45 ever Lightning flew, 
I cut the Clowds, and ſaid to Ton, 
Hae, To Ol hunt [4 4 
Apol, we Jane; 


Phac, No Ladiess, _— Apo: 


Tz 
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Apo. Yes, 
Four of the Met amorphoſis : 
In theſe three Poplars grow thy Siſters, 
That Laurell Cloiſters my coy Mii'vis 1 
We two will uitrans/orm them now. 
Phae, A8-pow rfall Father, ſhew me how, 
Apo, My ſacred Tree, 
That Conquerors and Poets browes 
Crown'/t with thy Immortal boughs, 
From thunder free, 
— With Muſique ſhakengcleave aſunder, The Laurcll 
\ Daph, Ay me ! a ſuddair clap of thander Jo , and 
in it appcars 


Could not firike Dapinc's heart ſo 
Daphne, 


dead, 
As does that Voice, from which I fled 
To thus Tree, that (whea th Earth deny d me) 
Open'd, and fbut again to hide me : 
Falſe Laurel, wer t thow kind ſs long, 
At laſt to ſell me for a Song ? 
What hope that Strangers will be juit, 
When our old Friens betray their truſt 2 
Cruel Apollo, dot thou giue 
Life to a Maid who fears to live 2? 
Some gentler God take Daphne's part, 
And cloſe my Tree, or breat my Heart, 
Apo. Sweet Nymph, thy Panick Fear diſmiſs, 
Apollo wil not force « kiſs. 
Daph. »hy then for Daphne do you call ? 
Apo. This « the Huntſman's Eftival, 
IWe'l only dance together, 
Daph. Thez Daphne may 
(with honour) ſay, 
Apollo's welcone hither. | 
G 2 Phac, 
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Phac. Dear Sifters, that (when I was drown'd) 
Wept your ſelves tnto Poplar-Trees : 
Now my Platonick Year's come round, 
Enjoy the Light which Phacton ſees; 
Phacthuſa ? 

Phacth, 1 am hrre. 

Phac. Lamperhuſa re-appear. 

Lamp, 1 come, 1 come. 

Phac, Lampertic, [rve. 

Lam, Thy Breath is my Reſloratrve* 


Chorus. 


On the Huntſman s Feafty 
Like Priſ*ners releas'd, 

Let's dance and ſing ; 

Till the Birds admire, 

What new happy Quire 

Make the woods ringy 

And drawes the Sphears nigher. 
No Pleaſure tranſcends 

The Meeting of Friends, 


[ Filamor #alis wp to Cxſarina, 


Fil, Not Fitamor, but Cephal begs the honour 
Of a Corant. 
Ceſart, Cephalw'cs Suit is granted. 
Pontia, Come my bold Sword-men, now you'l have 
imployment, 
[Exit Pontia, Serg. and Gracchus, 
Fil, May I preſume to kiſs the Princely hand 
To which l owe this honour, 
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Ca. Does my bounty 
Incourage begging ? you ſhall be content 
VVith the next favour you receive from me, 
[Exit Czſarina awd Brianella, 
Fil. So does the covetous Fav rite lole his place, 
By offcring to impoſe upon free Grace. 
Adolph. My Siſter's too high-hearted to be govern'd ; 
Proud Minds, like billowes in a ſtorm, arc toſs'd 
At their own rate; bur if you ſteer, yare loſt, 
Fil, What a dull fool was 1 to lote her thus > 
| Enter Brianclla, 
I hope not ; here comes one who can reſolve me z 
Dear friend, leave me alone with my Goo.l Angcl. 
Adel. V Vhar means he > is the Devil his Good Angel? 
My Mother's Meſſenger 2 I'l hear {Adolph flands and 
her newcs. Ii $! ens. 
Fil, Now Brianella, (peak ;; is't life, or death 2 
Brianella. Lite, life Sir, Princeſs Ceſarina waiks 
To gather Violets in the Lawne, from thence 
She itrikes up to the Lime-rree Grove, come thither, 
Bur kcep your masking habit on, ſhe ſaid, 
If ſo by chance you met her in that Grove, 
You might have berter Audience as a Huntſman, 
Then ever yet ſhe gave you as a Prince, 
Ad. How's that 2 my Mother has a Plot upon hin 
This cannot be a Meffage from my Siſter, 
Fil. This Embaſſage ſhall pur abour thy neck 
A ſtring of Pcar), 
Bri, Aitring of hemp were fitter, [ aſide, 
I am ſure I deſcrve't, if you knew all : 
Excuſe me; if my Lady call, ſhe may 
Suſpect my abſcnce. {7 xit Brianclla, 


Adolph, 
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Adolph. Filamor, no halite, 
You ſhall not go. 

Fil. Then you ſhall kill mc, Adolph ; 
For if I live, 11 go. 

Ad. You arc not mad >» 
Do you know, #ho invites you > Brianela, 
My Mother's Contident, the Agent for 
Thy cruel Secp-Mother, who ſccks thy bloo! : 
Do you know, what ſhe (aid ? 1;'t probable, 
My Siſtcr (who ſcorn'd th'offer of a Crown) 
VVil love a Masking Suit ? 

Fi', Was't probable, 
Your Siſter would have danc'd with me ? yct (he would; 
And Brianella prxacquainted me 
With hcr intention : non ore words, 11 go, 

[ Exit Filamor, 

Ad. A happy voyage ; I'l be there before you : 
She told lum, Caſarina's in the Lawne ; 
It he go thither, 'tis upon the Boy ; 
I know the String, the ſtrait path to the Grove ; 
And whoſocver 1s to meet him ehere, 


Shall find mc on the placc, to anſwer for him, 
[Exit Adolph, 


Enter Pontia, Gracchus, ax Scrgius, 
Sergiw., Our Trade is to kill men, we never yet 
Shed Woman's blood. 


Gracchw, Bur Madam, for your ſcrvice---- 

Portia, And my Reward : you ſhall be ſo rewarded, 
You'l wiſh I had more Princels YVrolindg's 
For you to kill, 

Gras, May we not have the bonour 
Of murdering hcr brother # 


Pop. 
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Pon, That's reſcrv'd 
For my hand , none ſhall revenge Portia, 
Burt Pontta. 
Serg. It the Prince, your husband, wants 
An Orhccr---to cut his Throat— 
Pon, For him, 
I provide meancr Inftruments, there's Gold, 
Jewels roo z You arc Strangers, and the Natives 
(After this tat, if they can take you) will 
Tear youto pieces: To prevent your danger 
You {ce my Groom waits for you with good horſes, 
Fly ; though tor me you have loſt /raly, 
And mult loſe Brain; whereſoc're you land, 
You'l make your ſelves a Country with that Treaſure ; 
Romans (arcwcell. 
Grac, Our ſaddeſt lofle is, ſuch 
A bountcous Mittr< ſlc, 
Serg. And it wounds us deeper 
Then we can wound the Princcfs, when our Swords 
Shall wcep her blood. 
Pon, But Gentlemen, pray $kill 
My Daughter-in-Law with as lirtle frighe 
To my own Daughter, as is poſlible : 
If you bind Ceſarina,bind her gently. [Exit Pontia] 
Serg. As genc| as theſcarms can bind a Lady ; 
To kill her Ste Denghore, the gives me a liock, 
Will keep me like a manon any Gronnd ; 
Bur bcforc I leave Britain, Ii be bold 
To raviſh her own Daughter ; I have had 
A ſtomack 10 her long, 
Grac, Mcat for your Maſter ; 


Thou raviſh hcr 2 I'l raviſh her my ſelf ; 


Room 
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Room for your bcttcrs, from the Gracchi I am 
Deſcended, 
Serg. No, degenerated, Raskal ; 
When we play d Prizes on the Stage at Rome, 
Then wert not thou my Mimick > did not I, 
With his ſhore Fauchcon, round about the Stage, 
Chaſe chce in that high crown'd Hat, with Gold-labclls 2 
Grac, And what did I, the while > 
Ser, Why, at my Hcad 
(Helmet and all, in which I wore this Fiſh) 
Thou Rungſt a Caſting-Net, and crydit, fear nothing, 
I catch not you Sir, I catch but your Fiſh. 
| Gracchus draws. 
Grar. Upbraided with my Calling > Ganlick-Rogue, 
You Country-low, did not 1 hear thee Beg 
(Like a cow'd Slave) the People's ſutf rages ; 
To give thee [cayc to take up that white ward, 
The Radres (whichdilcharges Sword-Playcrs, 
From fear of playing Prizes by Command) 
And wilt thou play a new Prizc tor a Princeſlc 2 
Come on. | 
Serg. Take notice of this T\umb reverſt, gy arawsy 
]hc 1121 of dcath to Fenccrs, ard tends his 
Grar., Ho'd, you puppy, Thumb Lack, 
Whar 2 Reman againſt Roman 2 lets draw Curs ? 
S210, Tha I bend down my Thumb live, tobe hang 'd : 
The long cut carrics hcr. T hey draw 
Grac, Fortunc's a Siur, TY 
Co give the prop'ter manthe ſhorter Cut : 
No remedy, I muſt content my {cit 
\W ith Princcls Violada, 


E iiter 
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Exter Cz(arina and Violinds. The Fencers 
Seg, Here ſhe comes, ſeize them, 
Princeſſes by your leave, I'm ſomewhat bold, 
Grac. AndI am welcome, 
Ce, Help ho ! 
Vis, Murder, murder, 
Grace, No faith, tis but a Rape, 
Ce. Unhand me, no_ 
Serg. Peacc, you ſhrill Graſhopper, 
Or I'l open your Heart to ſtop your mouth ; 
Do y ſee this trifle, this was Tarquin's Dagger, 
And knows the way to Rape, [ Enter Filataer, 
Filamor, Prodigious Villain 
Look a man in the Face. 
Serg. That's not ſo pleaſant 
As looking Babyecs in a Ladye's Eyes : 


Help Gracchas. [Serg. fats. 

Grace, There's a poor Remembrance f Gracchus comer behind 

or you. eaſt ens 

Fil. Die like a Coward : he's dead} jamor jag; him into the 

out-right that ſtirs ; Bady : Gracehus ſallsy 

Anſwer , what put into your hearts rd 4 
To raviſh Princeſſes 2 


Serg. The Devil-Luſt ; 
Therc was a Devil (of their own Sex) in 'r, 
The Devil Poxtia--- ſhe contractcd for 


The Life of Violizde---- 
Fil, I have paid 

Your Wages, Slave. ius flretches out 
Serg, Juſtly, ob, I die jultly- Nom elf as dead. 


Ce, How it affits me, that my cruel Mother 


Should be my dear Friend's mortal Encmy, 
Hy And 


FO The Step-Mother. 


And ſeek the Life I ptize above my own > 
Your Brother bleeds much, Yrelinds ; have you 
Nothing about _=_ that will ſtop his Wound » 
Tear, tear my Handkercher ! Pray, take it Sir, 
Loſe not you ſclt inthe preſerving me z 
You look pale, 
Fil, Madam, My Wound bluſhes for mc, 
To hear your pr<ſcrvation afcrib'd 
To Filamor, 'twas Innocence preſerv'd you, 
When bctray'd by this habit. 
C4, By what Habit ? 
Fil, By th' honour you intended me, it thus 
T had bcen my Fortune to have met you in 
Thc Lime-Tree Grove, 
Ce, Who ſaid fo > 
Fil. Brianella, 
' Ca: She did abuſe you, 
Vio, Has ſhe not abus'd 
Your Brother too, and {cnt him comect me 
Among the Lime-Trees ? to that Grove he went,, 
Juſt as werturn'd into the Lawne, 
Fil, Did Adolph ? 
Excuſe me, Madam, I muſt needs go ſee 
Whar becomes of my Friend, 
Ce. Tis a Bow-fhot 
To theplace, if you go thus bleeding thither, 
You'll faint, 
Fil. 1'l die, before I leave Prince Adolph 
To danger, [ Exit Filamor, 
Ce, Let us follow Filamor, 
I hear my Mother has a plot upon him, 
[Exeunt Czſarina and Violinda, 
[Gracchus gets «p. 
Gracs 
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Grace, "Twas well for me that I was bred a Mimick, 

If 1 could not have made ſtrange ugly Faces, 

And imitated the Grimas of Death, 

The very laſt gring, I had never 

For a dead man ; Dead-man indeed,by'r leave, 

Your Gold and Jewels too fall ro my YGracchus ſcar- 
ſhare, ches Scrgius hs 

By the right of Survivorſhip. Pocket. 

Serg., The right [Sergius gets pox his Feet 
Of a Fool's head : foft ; Hands off, Goodman Gracchns, 
OrT'l fo flice your Fingers — 

Grace, What > another 
Dead man's Ape > nay, Sergivs, if you out-do mc 
Ar my own Weapon, Il give thee the Bucklers : 
Hercafter we'l urn Tables (fince thou art 
The better Zary,) thou fhalt be my Mimick. 

Serg. Come, let's not fool away our Lives, and Ray 
Unrill the cureour wounds z our Horſes 
Stand ready : Farcwcl Britain, where the Ladies 
Yield not to Romans. 

Grac. Where we have no luck 
In any thing ; for as the Maltives fly on's, 

So do the Men,and they both fright like Lions. [Exeunt. 


Enter Adolph. 

Adolph, Sure all but I forget this Lune-trec Grove;z 
Here's ncithcr F:/lamor, not YViolinds, 
Nor any of =. Morher 's blood-hounds ; ha ! 
My nofc bleeds, and theſe drops ſome hold ro be 
Ominous Effcas, when they 've a narural Cauſc, 
The fear that hants a Lovcr till he ſecs 
His abſent Miſtreſs ſafe: but Violinds 
Thou art not altogether abſent from me, 

| H 2 For 
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For here----here firs thy Proxy, inmy boſome 
I wear thy painted Repreſentative 
In Gold, roo poor a Temple for my Goddeſle. 


Enter Pontia with a Poxiard in ber hand. 
Pontia, The firong imagination F:lamoy bas 
That Ceſarins 15 ro meet him here, 
And ſomcthing in my face reſembling her, 
Will paſſe nc, and my Poniard, 
Ad. Fair'it of Pictures, [ Adolph opens his buttons, 
Come forth, thou dear Companion to my heart, 


Pon, Fall right ; pOnow, and counſel thy old Father 
Not to be rul'd by's Wite, 


As ſbe flaibs Adolph, enter Filamor flaggerine, 
efarins? Violinda, and pals, : 
Filamor, 1 come too late | 
To ſave my friend, bur not to periſh with him, 
Adolph, My Mother > [Adolph looks ap, 
Pon, My Son Adolph 2 Pontia flyes away, Filamor 
Vielinda. Adolph's kill'd. 2 fats at the feet of Adolph, 
Ad. No, noble Yiolinds, Adolph lives. 
Ce. Filamor's dead. 
Ad, Yes, cruel Ceſarina, 
But he might have ſurviv'd this fatal hour, 
Had'ſt rhou bcen kind. 
Ce, Had I been fortunate, 
But I was Miſtreſs neither of my Love, : 
ey the Gods —_— me, 
Ad. Pray, Ict me weep E:lamor's Obſcquies, $He 
He was _ Friend, i Y : bis Fe 
Vie. He was my deareſt Brother, | 


Ad, 
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Ad. He was, thou beſt of Siſters ; and methinks 
There ſhould be virtue in thy lips to kiſs him 
Alive again : but if he liv'd, thy kiſſe 
Would kill him, cruell,. crucll Ceſarine, 
Thou haſt no title to him, 
Ce, More then you, 
He was my honour's and my lifc's prefcrver, 
Ad. And would you not, if he could live now, love 
So brave a man 2 
Ce. They who diſpoſe our Wills, 
Left ir not in my.pow'r to grant him love, 
Ad, A Surgeon ! call a Surgeon for the Prince ! 
[ Enter Fromumd. 
Here comes one that has kill inn Surgery, 
_ Fromurd, (carch your noble Malter's wound, 
0 ? 
Pre.” No fear ; 'rwas but the loſſe of blood 
That made kim ſwoond, he lives, carry him to reſt, 
© Sir, your Mother's giving up the ghoſt, 
I left her Women chafing her, 
Vis, I'm ſure 
She deſerves death for murdring of her Son : 
Good Fromund (carch Prince Adolph, for he has 
A wound at hearr, 
Ad, But Yiolinds gave it ; 
Come Ceſarina, if our Mother were 
Worſe then ſhe is, yer ſhe's our Mother (till, 
Not tobe caſt away for want of help, 
When we ſec how 'tis with her, I'l be dreſs'd 
For this flight hurt, a ſcratch upon my brea#t : 
But Yiolinds (hoots into my heart | 
A poiſon'd arrow, palt the Surgeon's Art, [ Fxevnt. 


Attus- 
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Cn ——— 


Actus QQuartus. 


Enter Sylvanus, Tetrick, and Fromund. 


Syl. FE Hamor flightly hurt, and did he {wound ? 
What riddle's this 2 

Fromund, "Tis calily unriddlcd ; 
Afttcr the Villain hurt him, when he knew 
That Princcſs Ceſarina never with'd 
To mcer him like a Huntſman in the Grove, 
As Brtiazella told Prince Frlamor, 
Hearing that _ (who belicv'd her Mcſlage 
An Arnhice us'd by his bloody Mother ) 
In the fame Habit was upon the Place : 
The wounded Prince (never conlidering 
Himſclf, but fearing danger to his friend) 
From the Lawne walk'd up to the Grove {o faſt, 
Thar tl'agitation of his Mind and Body 
Caus'd ſuch cfufion of his Blood and Spirits, 
As made him (when he came to embrace Adolph) 
Fall in a (wound at's feet : 1 ſtanch'd the blood, 
An Sir, immediately your Son recovet d. 

Sy/, My Witc's recover'd too ? 

1e:rick, Her Mask go.5 0n, 
In whi.h you are to repreſent your name-ſake, 
The God Sylvans : "tis time you were drefs'd, 
Ticy'r ready to begin. 

Sy/, Her Mask > docs fhe 
Trwmph in Princes blood-» 


Fro. 
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Fro, Perhaps ſke hopes 
The pleaſure of a Mask will make the Prince 
Forgct her malice, and her Servants ſay, 
That whenthe Mask's done, fhc'l divulge a Secret 
In which you are conccrn'd, 
Syl. How ist with Adolph 2 
Did not my Wife take him for Filamor, 
And ſtrike at her Son's heart ? 
Fromund, But miſs'd her aime 
Miraculoufly; for Prince Adolph had 
Princcls Yiolinda's Picture, which he wore 
In a Gold Tablet ncxt his heart, he was 
Abour to look on't ; opening of his buttons 
And ſtooping, comes your wite, who being Gecciy v 
By's Huntſman's Suit (fo like Prince Frlamor's) 
Stabb'd ar his heart, but light upon the Gold 
And did not picrce it, only her Poniard glanc'd 
Upon his breaſt, and drew ſome crimſon drops : 
Straight he look'd up ; bur when ſhe ſaw her hand 
Imbru'd in her ſon's blood, ſhe fled and fel! 
Dead (as wet he); bur ſhe decceiv'd us all. 
Tet, Will you pleaſe to pur on the Wood- God's ſhape; 
You'l be too late, what do you ſtudy on 2 
$y1. Why ſhould che Gods reprieve that guilty woman> 
*r0, The Gods themſelves had not been innocent, 
If rhey had let her dic a natural death, 
And ſcape the hand of Juſtice, 
Tet, Sir, the Mask 2 
Syl. T1 have no Mask till Pontia's in her Grave ; 
Arrelit her, Fromund, and when ſhc's condemn'd 
See Execution done, be ſurc my witc 
Revive no more, 


Fr0. 


| 
| 
| 
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Fro, Fear no Recovery, 
My life for her death : ſhe's a Venimons Creature , 
Bur it the were a Viper, let me get 
Her Hcad and Body parted once, Il watch 'em 
For ever mecting. 
Syl. In her Liſt for Hell, 
When Poztia writ my Name, I bound my ſelf 
To puniſh her with dcath for heg next Treaſon, 
Tet, Sir, your beſt time will be when her Mask's done, 
Or elſe the Secrct (he means then to publiſh 
Will die with her, 
Syl. God of the Woods, Sylwan, 
VVhoſc ſhape Inow aſſume, do thou inſpire me, 


[ Exennt, 


Enter Pontia wearing Diana's Creſſent on her head, 

Pez. If the Celeſtial minds had been poſleſs'd 
With ſuch a bloody rage as fill'd my Breaſt, 
My Houſe had been d 'd for my Offence : 
But the Gods ſpar'd-my Children's ERCC 3 
And when my Soul was frighted with her Crim, 
Bound for Eternity, they gave me Time 
For the recovery of Lite, and Fanic 
(Dearer then Lite) that my corruptcd Name 
Might be with tears purifi'd, and made fir 
To grace my Tomb, when my Inſcription's writ, 


Enter Czſarina, 
Ce, Madam > 
Poz. I ſent for-you, to let you know 
The Gladiators were not {lain ; my Servant 
Tells me, they fled to Barzet-Woods : I 've ſcnt 
To have them apprehended, and they ſhall 
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Be brought ro Juſtice ; now let's mind our Sport, 
Which muit diſguiſe my erouble, that I may [ afide, 
Give F:lamor an opportunity : 
Diana's Creſſent to a noblcr end 
Was never worn ; Goddefſcof Chaſtir 
Aſſiſt the God of Love, four from thy Bow 
His Arrow into Ceſarina's Heart. 
Dear Ceſarine, you are drefs'd, ſtay here 
And thank Prince Filamoy, 
Ce. I ſhall obey you ; 
But Madam, I beſcech you, why am I 
Enjoyn'd to give him thanks ? do you ſuſpeR, 
That I'm inclining to ingraticude # 
Pez, No: Bur your Gratitude ar this time, may 
Diſpoſe him to forgive my Cruelty, 
Which ſtrikes into my Heart the very Poniard 
I aym'd athis. 
Ce, This you'd have him believe 2 
Pen. That i — makes me fear, that you your ſelf 
Believe not my Repentance ; 'tis no more 
Then 1 am to expect from all the World . 
Bur crethe Hour-glaſs, that's now turn'd, runs our, 
I hope to ſatisfic that general Doubr. 
Enter Filamor. 
He's here, the God of Marriage bleſs their Meeting, 
[ Exut Pon, 
Fil, What Nymph's this 2 tis not Ceſarina, ſure, 
Though it preſents her divine form 2 "us (he, 
Ce. Filamor ! 
Fil, Heark, ſhecalls me Filamoy ! 
Bur am I Filamoy 2 do I ſce and hear ? 
Nay, do I live 2 has not the Villain ſlain me ? 
And is not that bieſs'd Form ; inhercnt in 
My 


58 The Step-Mother. 


My Soul, deſcended with it to the Shades Z 
Ce. No, Filamor lives, 4 Sacrifice of Thanks 
For the Panchcon in which all the Gods 
Arc worthip'\l, whoſc unicced Pow 'rs preſerv'd 
Your Valour, that redecm'd my Life and Honour, 
An Obligation (paſt acknowledgrient) 
For winch I with you all you can defire---- 
Fil, HowT am ravititd with Celeſtial Muſique 
Cas My Iclt excepted. 
Fil. Oi, that Clauſc has ſpoil'd 
The fairclt Evidence that was cvcr drawn 
For theintitling of a Lover's Faith 
lo tus tweet Hope, 
Ce. Valum Princc Filamor, 
Cat away thar cftcriinate vain Hope 
Ar. tak of noble Objects, Spoils and Triumphs, 
Fil. Great Aftions, Madam, are for happy men, 
Bur miſery defigns my Arms to Ruſt, 
My Glory to the Urne that holds ny Duſt : 
L ſee, you do not love me, 
Ca, Morc Str, morc 
Then you do love your fclf ; for if I might 
Diſpoſe of your Succ firs, Filamor 
Shoal.l, lixe young Alexander, conquer all 
| Enter Adolph, 
ſhe Worid,but Ceſ..r:ns ; there's your Friend; 
Nov Company comes in, I rake leave of you, [ Exitura, 
F:l, And Inuit bil adicu to Happincſs, 
Ce. Ycrrthis my brave Preſcrver may bclicve, 
If I'd ſub;c& my (olf ry any man, 
Filamr (hould be Lordot Ceſarina. | Exit Cxlarina 
Al. And fo thou ſhalt, I'l paſs my word ; and then 
You may be the Infwer of my Miſtreſs: . 
"C1: 
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For as the great Ship rowes the little Cock-boar, 
My Siſter rowes thy Siſter atter her, 
Fil. You'r mighty plcafan, 
Aq, Which preſages well, 
Now lit, and let's (cc, ut Diana's Mask 
f Enter Tctrick and Fromund* 
Bc no worſe than Apollo's ; What ſaycs th'Authour > 
Tet. That the Mask ts— beginning, 
Ad. Then he down, 


Muligue, 


Diana's Mask. The Scene a Hans 
thorn Tree. 
Enter Pontia, as Diana ; Czfarina as Flora ; 
Brianella as Proone. 


Pontia, Goddeſs of F lowr's, though you have (till 
Narciſſus 1 your Daffacs!, 
{ fear youw'l loſe him by degrees ; 
My Brother drſ-inchauts the Trees ; 
Birds 1 reſiore 4 ſome other Powers 
Aay u1-metamory ſe Flaess, 
Cxſarina. Diana, the fair Huntrrlſe, (howes 
She may my Flowr's and Me di! oe. 
Pon, Come hither Flora, you 409% 
This Lluſbing Lay [4 
Cz. Ab Jes, ud, | 
Pon, You hate Jorgot her, ſobadt: 
hen, lo, 1 ſaw a Swallow fi 
Ore London, from ud FP 
Then to the grornd ſhe ſeems te drop. 


I 2 ue 
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But int her fall reading her wings, 
Flyes to my Altar, fits and ; 
Herr a [ know, nd eas 
For her loft Form, which 1 return'd ; 
The Swallow's Progne once agen. 
Briancl. And ſbal! be happy Prognc, wher: | 
My Stiter Potlomel 7 ſee; 
1 hear her in that Hawthorn-tree © The Nightingale 
Diana, petty her ſweet ſorrow, lings in a Haw- 
Pon, My Groves thy Nightingale PI & thorn Buſh, 


rrow, 
She ſball be now Diana's Creature, 
It ;oys: her Honour to hey Feature, 
A Maid the ſecond time I'l make her ;; 
Back back my Moons, and overtate her 
Au hour a ſad diſbonour a 
Thy butband( nc) forc'd « r. 
Bri, —— a Villain; yet that ſhgpe FViolinda at Phulo- 
Might tempt a God to aft a Rape,< mel, appears in the 
0 Hawthorn, & ſongs. 


Philomel's Song. 


V.olinda, — B44 brought about, 
T angue cut ont, 

Fneed _ X 
"Tis known a4 well 
As "7 woſul name of Philome), 
Which, t my ſpeech did fail, 
My Soul did fo bewail, 
That it throll'd into a Nightingale, | 
Then I, poor Bird, 
Had Tangae, but not a Word ;, 


——_ 


J ſung, 
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I ſung, but cxold not ſpeak : 

As if my beart would break 

Warbled 1. 

But no more Revenge 1 cry, 

Now the Raviſber's acquitted ; 

For, Diana's mighty pow'y 

Calls Lack this the happy # Hour, 

The Hour before the Crime commutted, 


As Philamel comes down from the 
Hawthorn Tree, a Satyr leaps our 
of a Buſh, and catches the hem of 
her Veſt, 


Saryr, Twice a Maid 


And beth times betray'd : 

Tour Firginity's private Grait 
Muo#t be ſung 

With your new tongue, 

To inveigle @ young Gallant > 


Philo, What art thou 2 


Sar. 
Phil. 
Sar, 


A luſif ul $Satyr. 
wg 
I cas affure 
ie, 
But I love, let that ſecure you, 
What doit thes love 
To dance, that's Sweet. 
our Inclinations meet ; 
Le 00 much below you, 
No; 1 mioo Jus | 
My antique tricks 1 dare net ſhow yoo, 
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Diana ſo affetts $obriety, Enter £ yearn, 
Tifold Wood-God dances with ber Nas the God Syl- 
Deity ; vane, afrcr him 


For you three God Sylvanus brings 3. other Wood- 
Gods of the Copſes, Groves aud Gods, 
Springs 3 , 
But though you are above my levell, 
Yet through a Buſh I'l ſee you revell, 


Chorus. 


The ood puts down 

The Field andthe Town : 
Men labour there, 

As Ants toil here ; 

Bat we (irU pleaſe our fancies : 
Natazre ſeis « 40 tas, 

Our whole Life's a Mast 
Compos d of Songs and Dances. 


[ [be ſour Gods dance with the foar Laties. 
©3/, The Satyr acts the Roman [70 Terrick. 
Tet. Ycs, 1 madc | aſide. 
Princct> Volizda Philemel, to mind 
Thi'old Prince of s wifc's barbarity to's daughter, 
B11, By the Princefile 
The Company's defir'd ro ſtay, and hear 
VV hart thc'l diſcover for the Publick Good, 
Sy/. The Publick Good ? 
Fro. Perhaps ſhe may build Temples, 
Now that ſhe's in the habit of a Goddefle., + 
Tet, Whin ſhe does any Good, Pablick or Prrvate, 
Let none think that I'm vers'd in both the Globes, 
I; ch'Earth does not riſe up, or rhe Sie fall. 


Fon. 
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Pon, Juſtice and Truth compel me to reveal 

A ſecret, which Diſcretion wonld conceal : 
Bur I1 reveal it to no private Ear ; 

All arc concen'd, and thercfore all ſhall hear. 
lf any think it ſtange, that I expreſs 

My tcrious ——_—_— in ſuch a fained Dreſs, 
Know, fince by his ſad fate your Prince was curs't 
To marry me, this Habit is the tirit 

In which I've doneno miſchicf ; Treaſon ſtains 
My Princcly Robes : and if my Hand retains 
The native whitencls, tis not that I'm Goed, 
Bur that I could not take the dye of Blood. 

So foul as I never had Woman been, 

Had bur my Pow r been equal to my Spleen : 
My Husband's lite I did to Hell devore, 
Ma.ice, which Hell it ſelf would not promote + 
Burthc juſt wrath of Heav'n turn'd my Delign 
Laid againſt him aad his, on me and nune ; 
To murder Y:olinda, Rogues I hir'd, 

To ravith Ceſa-ins they Conſpir'd 1 

And whcn I thought a Daggcr to have ſtuck 

In Filamor, at Adolph's Heart I itruck, 

Who would be wicked 8 when the very Crime 
Concciv'd, rorments our Souls, and at the time 
When 'tis dcliver'd, like an Engin broke, 
D«ſtroys vs with the force of our own ſtroke, 
Forgive mc a'l that bear a Prince's Name, 

The glorious Title which fers off my ſhame ; 
And you, dear Pledges of my Lord's firſt Beg, 
With mercy look upon the tears I ſhed ; 
Now that you {cc my traitorous Offence 
Watſh'd in theſe ſtreams of Publick Penitcnce : 
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In one Orblet us near Relations move, 
Forget my Hatred, and embrace my Love. 


Sy/. The Devil, out of all his Languages, 
Could nor pick words more moving. 
Tet, Yct they work not, 
The Prince firs (till, 
Syl. Though ſhe ſtands up to Court him, 
Tet. If any man belicves the ſecrerof 
The Princeſs s Repencance, ler him ſpeak, 
Sy!. Their very ſilence has pronounc'd her door, 
Pon, The hope of comfort adds but to my gricf, 
For I ſce, all 1 ſay finds no belicf 
Bur when in Charge agaiaſt my ſelf [ wa, 
Fadts our of which your fcars and dangers ſpring ; 
You'l anſwer, what ſccurity affords, 
The ſoft contexture of a few good words ; 
I grant, thcy rather may your Fears increaſe, 
And therefore I'l give Hoſtages of Peace : 
My Aolph bound in Love's eternal Bands, 
[1 render into YViolinda's Hands ; 
And Filamor ( =—_—_— Hymen's leave) 
Shall Ceſarina my hand rcccive., 
[ Pontia r:ſes,and goes to joyn their hanas , 
Come Ceſarina, give the Prince your (elf, 
Ceſarins, From me whart is not due to F:ilamor, 
Who, with his life it's hand, rc{cu'd my Honour > 
Adolph, Did not I propheſy 2 dear F:lamor? 
Ce. The Prince, in licu of his, may claim my Life, 
But not my _ ; Ilbenoman's Wite, 
Violiads, She (peaks my rcfolution, 
Filamor, Doy hear Adolph ? 
Now who's the Prophet 2 


[ She riſes up. 
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Ad, Thou art----the blind Propher ; 
I am the Seer ; they arc ours as furc 
As we are thcirs---- O_o fits down 7: 
Pon, 1'1 try another Spcech---- & the Chaty of State, 
Ha ! who preſumes to take my place > what's he 2 
Tet, A Judge,bound by his oath, when he hears Treaſon 
Cuntel(s'd, ro doom the Parricide to death. 
Pa, No Judge ſhall doom me, bur the Prince my 
band ; 


Sylvanus drſcovers himſelf. 

Sy. Bchold the Husband to whem you appcal, 
A Judge, bound by the honour of my word, 
When you fit fought my life, char if you ever 
Committed a new Treaſon, you ſhould dic : 
There needs no form of Law, from your own mouth 
A clowdof Witneſſes have rod your Treaſon ; 
Nor will we-rorture you wit Ing it 
Repeated, nor with your accurſed blood 
Will we prophane Diane s ſacred Grove. 
Be it decreed, That in the Lawne, the place 
Where by thy Gladiators YVrolinds 
Should have been murder'd, rhou ſhalt loſe thy head. 
A guard : away with her, bur give her time 
($0 it exceed not half an hour) to pray, 

Pon, Vengeance is flow, bur certain, I have vext 
This World roo long, diſpatch me roche next, 

Fil. Doubt nothing Adolph, T1 fecurc her life : 
Tetrick, you have too tar ingag'd my Father, 
"Twas never my intention, the ſhould die, 

Tet, 'Tis your own bulineſs, you may do't your way 
And ſave hcr hf, rhart ſhe may ruine you. 

Fil, Nay I would have her out of hope to live 


Thar ſhe may really repent, bur then 
F D.ar 


| 
| 
| 
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Dear Tetrick (thou command ſt the Guards) repricye her: 
Do't at my perill, 
Tet, I am like to do ir 
Ar my own peril too z but Il obey you. 
F:l, Come fricnd,and as we gogtell Ceſarins [To Ado'ph 
How carcful I amto preſcrve your Morher, 
[ Exeunt all but Fromund and Brianella, 
Fro, What a ſtrange Monſter your great Miltrels is, 
Thar ncither her fon nor her daughtcr open 
Their lipps for her ? 
Bri, But do you think ſh-'l dic > 
Fro, Unlcſs the has, like Nile, morc Heads then one, 
One head's condemn'd, I'] fee'r cut off, your ſervant. 
Bri, Bur hcark you Fromund; I took you tobe 
An honelt man. 
Fro. Doy' find the contrary ? 
Fri, Troth, 'tis no fignof exc'lent honeſty 
To profeſs love to me, and in a time 
Ofdanger leave me to my Fortune, 
R. Why Þ 
c mn an cr ? 
BY. * Then ___— not . 
I was my Lady's Coy-duck, to bring in 
Prince Filamoy 2 
Fro, Piſh ! a poor little Kreaſon,, 
| never mind you, now they've got the Princeſs, 
Bri. This all the cars yo rake for her that loves you ? 
Fre, Iunderſtand not loving z will you marry ? 
Bri, Who ? 
Fro, Mc. : . 
| Bri: Do you call marrying, loving ? 


Fro, Yes. 


B ry 
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Bri, Then will love you. 
Fro, Then I'l ſecure you, 
But will = not break promiſe when you'r ſafe 2 
Bri, No, I hate baſeneſs; I have lov'd you long, 
Bur I'm ſo baſhful, I ſhould ſcarce have own'l it, 
If this unlucky occaſion had nor offer'd 
Ir (elf, 
Fro, Well, Madam, I have caught you now, 
Bri, I hope you'l keep me 
Fro, Safe---- [ Exter Terrick running. 
Tet, Undone, undone ! 
Fro. 4 ho's _—_ ? WET 
Tet, Ev man, you'r Þ 
By1, Muſt be k oF c What 
Tet, No (drown you'l ſcape th'halter, 
Thar falls ro our Ro but no n_ what 
Becorcs of us : Sylwanu---- 
Fro, What of him >» 
Tet, Loft! all's loſt, Pontia reſcu'd, we are now 
Her Slaves, 
Fro. How's this poſſible ? 
Tet. Hcar, and wonder : 
We came into the Lawne z and though 'twas meant 
Pontia (ſhould live, ſhe knew 't not, but compoy'd 
Her ſelf rodie, ſo mildly, that it ſtruck 
Into aſtoniſhment all the beholders ; 
Such a dead ſtilnefſe was upon the place, 
"Twas like a Sca becalm'd ; when, in an inſtant, 
The Storm breaks forth, thund'ring came Poxtia's Horſe, 
And in the head of them her Gen'rall Crip : 
Our Guards (amaz'd before) now as it they 
Had ſecn in th'Encmics ſhiclds the Gorgon's head 


K 2 Which 
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(Which had the perrifying quality ) 
Tura'd Starucs ; ſtood ittill, whilſt the Afaldeners 
Bound them z, and Criſpos, like young Perſew, 
Relcas'd the condemn'd Princeſſe, ſciz'd the Prince 
And Principality of YVerulam : 
They took me Pcis'ncr, but the General 
(When ke was told my Name, remembering 
He had rcad my Book of Fortification) 
Freed me, | 
Fro, Then we may. liyc to free our Maſters ; 
Nay, we may ſpcak Treaſon before this Lady ; 
1 has promis.'d me marriage, 
Br:, Since when, pray.2 
I'l be judg'd by this learncd Gentleman ;. 
You ſaid, that martying was loving ; I 
Anſwcr'd, rhat I would love you ; but I hope 
I did not ſay, that I would marry : 
Alas, poor Fool ; O brave, brave General 9. 
Fro, The General's the Man, and I'm the Fool ; | aſides 
You will nor have me ? 
Bri, Full, 11 ſee you hang'd.. 
Fro, But though in point of Love you have deceived me, 
Upon th' account of Gratitude ; I hope 
You't beg my life ? 
Bri. That's all you have to beg, 
Y' have ncither Lands nor Goo.ls ; butT'm too rich 
To be a B-ggar upon any ſcore, 
Fro, To ſaveyour Lite, I would have ventur'd mine, 
Bri, Bur your {implicity's norule for me ; 
In ſobcr ſadnefs, I will never marry 
You, nor eſpoule your Danger : So adicu, 
Kind younger Brother, do whar you were born to; 
Shift for your {clf : O brave, brave General ! 


TE: 
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Tet, Come Fromund, follow me, Iknow the VVoods 
I'l Icad thee to a place of ſweet receſle, 
Where we'l enjoy our ſclves,. and never think 
Of Woman more, 
Byi, Burriſe up Bard and Driud, 
| [ Exeunt Terrick and Fro. 
Farewel Philoſophers, and welcome General. 


Enter Pontia, Criſpus, and Souldiers. 

Poxtia, Command in our Name, vu pain of death, 
That none preſume te pillage, or take Pris'ncr 
Any of my SubjeQts of Verulam, 
Unleſs that Subject defſperarely rebel, 
And put his Country in Blood. 

Ertanella. O Heav'n ! 
And have I liv'd ca ſee my Princ:ly Millrefſe 
Soveraign of YVerulam 2 

Pen, My Sovera!gnt 
And Lifc 1 owe to n-y-Lord General, 

Bri, Whart Virgin would not love ſo brave a man 
Madam, Remember now your gracious Promiſe, 
And move the General for mc, 

Pon, Your beſtzime 
Will be when bufincſs of the Wat is over ; 
For, Marriages arcbulincſles of Peace. 

Bri, O Madam, when your Highneſs was concern d, 
I put not you off to a better time, 

Pon, It you'l not take adviſe, then take your Fortune ; 
My Lord, you know this Lauy ? 

Criſp#s, Brianclla, 

Pon, You know her quality ? 

Criſ, Thar ſhe's the richeit , 


I all your Principality of Maldes x ſ 
n 
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In all your Court of Yers/am the greateR, 
For ſhe's your Fav rite. 
Pon, She would be your wife 
I have ingag'd touſe my pow'r with you---- 
Criſ. Not to make her my wife # y'are not in carnel? ; 
Pox. In carneit, 
Bri, SoamT, 
Criſ. And ſo am I, 
Never to marry a Property, 


Bri, P ty ? 

Crif. A Fropenty for Murder, was not ſhe 
Us'd tor the intrapping of Prince Filamoy ? 

, tome you made another Pcomiſe, 
By which you are oblig'd co baniſh her, 

Por. My word's palt, ſo's her greatneſs : Brianels, 
If coour _ thou com'lt after this day, 
Thou dy'ſt. ; 

Bri, But I may ſec your Husband dyc 
BcforcI go; then, I hope,you'l perform 
Your other Promiſe to the General ; 

For, it ſcems, you have promis'd him your ſelf ; 

Give you Joy--- of my Curſcs, I've one day | aſide, 
Yer left to cinſe you; i:ang me, if I pray, [Fx Brian, 
Pex, My Fav'ritc's baniſh'd ; now Sir do you think 

That I'l perform my Promiſe > 

Cyiſ, It you were 
A rcal Convert, of your own accord 
You would have banifh'd a'l ſuch Inſtruments, 

Pon, Ihave been fo long wicked, that no man 
Will credit my Repentance, bur diltruſl 
From Cr:ſpus wounds me, 

Criſ. Why then (I beſecch you) 

Do y* keep your Husband and his Children Pris'ncrs > 
Per. Why 


T he Step-Mother- Tr 
Pon, Why are you fo preſumptious as to ask ? 
Who made you our Examiner > your duty 
Isroatrend, till we declare our Tn 
Enter Brianella and a Footman. 
Bri. Bid the Groom bring my Horſes to the Gate, 
Pon. Stay, Brianella. 
ORE 
on, Belicver1'l ſooner part with my new Conqueſt ; 
After you were nmetelun ahdbes, "90 
My Promiſc being debated, 'rwas reſolv'd 
Upon the Queſtion, that you ſhould be (till 


My Favorue, X 
Criſ. Grear hope of her amendment, [ aſide. 
Pon, Sir, you ſhall now have proof of our Repentance, 
Call in the Pris'ners. [ Exit Criſpus.,. 


Bri. Torcſtore me to 
Your favour, was the General conſenting > 
Pop, He hates thee, as I hate him, mortally. 
Bri, Shall he live > 
Pon, Poorly ; thou ſhalt ſee him cruſh'd 
To his firſt Nothing, 
Bri, Mighty General, 
'Twill clevate my Soul to fee thy Fall : 
= a Pleaſure - Rev Am above 
expetation Or tne j ©, 
And to revenge my folve on thee, is ju? ; 
Bur the betraying of Prince Filamor, [ «fide, 
Who never injur'd me, was baſe : Some power 
That, as I do, pitics that noble Prince 
Pur ir into her Heart, to ſpare his lite 
One hovr, and I'l make uſe of her new Favour 
To expiate my Crime ; I'l now Charm Her, 
And free him from his cruel Step- Mother, 


Enter. 
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Enter Adolph, Czſarina, Criſpus, Sylvanus, Filamor, 
Violinda and the Guard, Ponia ſits. 


Pon, Old man, who haſt outliv'd Humanity, 
From me what can't expeRt 2 
Sl. What thou deſcrv'ſ|t, 
Death : death, ro which my Juſtice ſcnrenc'd tlice. 
I do expect now from th Ceucty ; 
And I'l meer th'Axc with ſuch a Reſolution 
As ſhall (if chou dar'ſt be a lookcr on) 
Shake thy weak Soul into another Swound, 
Though [ liv'd under thy Reign lixc a Waman, 
Yet TI die like a Man, 
Pon, Since you'r (o brave, 
I1 not take pattern by your former baſcneſs ; 
For, Sir, when I was to have loſt my head, 
No ſtare was thought upon, no Princcs order'd 
To follow me ; You ſhall have Filamor 
And Yrolinda to bear up your train, 
Berw. cn your Sentence and my Executions 
Your withcr'd narrow hcart could afford me 
Bur half an hour ; I'l give;you a whole hour. 
Sy/. Bounriful wife, you are extrcam obliging, 
Bri, My Pray't is heard, I'l now ſerve Filamor. | aſide. 
Vio, Filamor, what is Dearth > 
Fil, Bctecr than Life, 
'Tis Nature's greater bounty, for we may 
Improve it to an immortality 
Of Fame, by dying nob!y. 
Vio, I have liv'd 
By Ceſarina's rale, by yours 11 dye. 


Ce. 
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rr 
C4, Oh, name not dying ; though my Mother has 
Condemn'd you, yer a cannox be fo cruell, 
Poa, Caputo take you charge of the old man, 
And my Lord Gen'tall ro your Cuſtody, 
We do commic his Children, 


Exit Pon, Capito, ard Sylvanus; ' 
Criſ. Here's IE y 


For all my Services, I am preferr'd 
To rOEc of a Marſhall.” 
Ad, May we two 
With yoar p<rmiſſion, my Lord Generall, 
Spcak with your Priſ'ners ? 
Criſ. Ar your pleaſure, Sir : 
For, as tothat, I am not limited, 
And I'| put no Reſtraint upon my (elf, 
Ce. You cvcr were a Perſon of great honour. 
Criſ. Therefore in this baſe Charge ny Shame's the 
more z 


To ſcrve ry Prince I never bluſh'd before, [Exeunt. 


5-4 T he Step-Mother. 


ee — 


ACctus Quintus. 


Pontia /irting, ad writing the Suprrſcription of « Lever 
Brianella fendiag ty her, on he abt tes 


4 Parchment, 


Bri. FE Or raking of the Pris'ners from the General, 
. That Lerrer to Prince A1a/ph 1 procur'd, 

Which ſhews there 15 a juſtice in-my nature, 

I hopc *ewill ſave the lifc of Filamor 

Vhom 1 wronyg'd : and I'm ſure 'ewill rake away 

The lalt remainder of his Truſt from Criſpm, 


Enter Capito, 


Who wrong'd me----my Lord Generall Capito, 
The Princeſlc call'd for you: hc minds vor me ? 
I have no fortune to theſe Gencralls, 


Capito kiſſes Pontia's herd, 


Pontia, My Lord, your rais'd to the command in chick 
Over our Forces, by obcying us. 

Capito, Madam, my Witt is vaſfal to your Pleaſure, 
You are my Gen'rall, not to be ask'd, hy, 
Bur #hat you pleaſe ; and that I'l do, or dic. 

Pon, Firſt, ſhow to Criſpus your Commiſſon, 
Aad vacate his : then take you charge of th'Aray, 
Whack we defignd you rwo hours tince, when h« 
Gave rules to us, bur I was forc'd to uſe him, 
Till to this height he rais'd my Sovcraignty., 


Now 
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Now Yerulam is ours, the Building's finiſh'd, 
And wel take down the Scaffolds. 
Bri, Such a fall [ aſide, 
May all the proud Men have, who ſcorn kind Women. 
Pon, In the laſt place, double your Guards, that we 
May prevent ſuddain tumwulrs, and attempts 
In - Lana of che condemn'd Princes, they 
(I doubt) have Partics in our Camp and Court; 
Bur were it in our own veins thcy ſhould bleed. 
Cap: Wirhour diſtintion, whoſ'cre lifts his hand 
Againſt your pow'r, ſhall feel the weight of mine, 
Plcaſe ro diſmiſs me, that I be not ſtraircn'd 
In point of time ? 
Pon, Go, and be fortunate. 
Cap. Fortune,my Goddeſs, is great Pontia's hand-rraid, 
Pon. I forgot one particular ; I'l ſend 
This Lady to you, when ſhe comes, do you 
Return, and bring Criſp#s ro us, 
Cap, I ſhall. [Exit Capito, 


Pontia gives the Letter to Brianclla, 


Pon, There Brianella, 1 have writ to Adolph 
As you defir'd, I can deny vou nothing ; 
Bur ycr to truſt my Son with cuſtody 
Of Yrolinda and Filamoy (the Prince 
Being my Son's Friend, the Princeſs his Miſtris, 
(Should Love againſt his Intereſt byaſs him) 
May be of dangerous conſequence. 
Bri, Prince Adolph, 
To preſerve them, will not loſe Yerulam, 
Pon, | ſce Brianella is for Filamor : [ «/de, 
VVell, I will venture'r, upon your account, 
Though Adolph may deceive _= 
2 Brt, 
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B.i, 1hope he will, [aſide, 
Pon, Give him that Letter, in which is inclos'd 
A diſcharge of our larcſt cruſt to Criſp, 
B/i, Then Cr:ſpus (whether bound for Heat)» or Heh) 
She, whom you ſcorn'd, ſhall coul your paſſing Bell, 
Pos, Away, leave me to pertcct my own Rory ; 
Il add ro my ewo Crowns a third of Glory, 


LExeunt ſeterally, 


Enter Adolph, Filamor, and Czſarina. 

Filanor, We have out-walk'd the General and my 
Let's tarry for them ? [Siſter ; 

Alolph. By no means, leaſt Fate 
Should overtake you ; th' Exccutioner 
Is ſetting up your Scaffold : Filamor 
Sands now upon the Verge of Life and Death , 
Here is a Grave, and therc's a SanQuary : 

Behind that Hedge I've laid for you a Horſe, 
A Fleeter's not in Brita/nz mount him, fly, 

Ceſariva. As for your noble Stcr and your Father, 
(When on. e my Mother knows that you'r cfcap'd) 
She will not dare to touch them ,, fly. 

Fil, How ? fly ? 

You heard the General take my Parol , 
And would my Friends have me to ſave my Life 
Loſe th'cnd for which Man lives, Honour 2 

Ce. O hr, 

Under the notion of aprivate man 
Conlidernot your ſclf, on you depend 
Thouſands of Subje&s Lives, 

Ad, And a whole race 

Of unborn Princes, 


Fil, To 
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Fil. To preſerve Mankind, 

I'd not break ny Ingagement ; though till now 
I never valu'd life, yer when 'tis oftcr'd 

By thoſc I prize above life, I am bound 

In honour to refuſe ir, 

Ad. Tis too late [Enter Criſpus and Violinda.. 
To pals row z here's your Keeper, bur 1'l make 
Way through him with ny ſword, I'l fight with Criſps, 

Violinda, 1 hope you'l not fight with the Genera! 
Thar uſes us with ſuch Civility, 

Tis Portia, not Criſp, that condemn'd us , 
And we had rather ſuffer death , rhan you 
Should rcfcuc us with hazard of your fe. 

Ce, Firſt let me move him: My Lord Generall, 
Fame givcs you ſuch a noble Charadtcr, 

That I can't think you a willing Inſtrument 
In the injuſtice done to theſe two Princes, 

Criſpus, Madam, to ſhew how my Obedience 
Has been conſtrain'd to at againſt my Will, 

If an exchange of Lives may be admitted, 
I't die to excuſe them, 

Ce, That you may do, 

And not dic, only wink at their Eſcape- 

Cri. No, then my Honour dyes, 

Ce, Honcar and Fortune 
Shall recompence rhat Piery. 

Criſ. More Titles | 
Than Caſar claimcs, and all the ſparkling Gold 
Into the Sca with ebbing Tags roll'd, 

Cannot buy me out of a ſacred Trult : 
Poor Criſps Tay be, but he will be juſt. 


Ad, 
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A1. Criſps, with a Friend's arm I could embrace thee, 
Wfc.re nor thy worth deſtruQtive ro my Friends ; 
But now I'l mect thee as an enemy, 


As Adolph offers to draw, Enter Capitt 
and Soulders, 


Capito ? what newes > 

Capito. Such as docs amaze 
The Mdſenger, that Parchment will intorm - 
You, my Lord Generall, 

Criſ. 1 kiſs her Name [ Enter Brianc!la, 
That fign'd it, and fo vaniſhes my power; 
Tis Capito's the Generall : Have y' Order 
To take the pris'ncrs from me 2 

Brianella, Trat's my Office ; 
For I bring up the rear of your Diſchargcs, 
This is your laſt : by this your will'd wo cave 
Your Pris'ncrs with Prince Adolph. 

Criſ. Then theſe arc 
My laſt Commands » 

Cap. No ; we ewo mult attend 
The Princeſs, aftcr we have view'd the Army, 
 Crif. My Lord, I'l watt on you, as cheerſully 

As ever I charg'd with you, 

Bi, Go thy wa 
In quict; though hs, I have no powcr 
To inlult o'r thee, thou'rt fo brave a man : 

[Exit Capito, Criſpus,anl Souldiers, 

B it to my buſineſs : humb!y ac your feet, | She kneels, 
Prince Filamor, 1 * your pardon, tor 
The impudent abuſe I pur on You 


To 
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To plcaſe my Miſtreſſe: but to make my ſelf 
Capable of your mercy, I've us'd all 
My iatcreſt with her co ger that Letter 
VV hich trults you and your Siſter to your Friend ; 
Your Mocher riought it dangerous, bur my power 
Wi. l:cr, prevail 'd againſt tier Reaſon, 
Fil. Riſe, 
For what your Princc commands, you may be excus'd, 
I'm ſatisfy'd, 
Ad, So am not I, to [ce 
My Mother's favour thus miſplac'd on thee : 
Our of my {1ght ; were not Women, like Pricfts, 
Exempted from the powcr of the ſword, 
I wouid have ki 1d thee. 
Bri, It had becn bur Juſtice, 
I do defcrve to dic, and I deferve not 
To be belicv'd. 
Ad. Come Princes, I'] not eruſt you. 
Our of my hands till I have lodg'd you late, 
Bri. "Then you muſt ſee them out of Yerulam 
Within this half hour. [Exit Brianclla, 
Ad, This goes to my Mother ; [To Filamor, 
Bur my Friend and my Love ſhall go with me, 
Ce. We allbe pris'ners, or wel all be free, 
| Fxeant, 


In the Bards Cave, 


Enter Tetrick as the Conjurer ; aad Fromund with 
the Bard's Beard in hu band, 


Tetrich. Once more I'm the mock- Conjurer, the Gods 
Or clſe the devill rake her thar's the cauſe on'c ! 


Another Devil take mock-Prophectcs, 
They 
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Thcy prove fo true : when I made the Bard's Song, 
Who would have thought thoſe canting words thould 
An Oraclc > (prove 
Fromand, 1'l.be the Bard to purpoſe ; 
For, Tetr.ck, in theſe Fortune-telling Shapes, 
As mighty Poatra's Prophets we (tall paſle 
The regin«ne drawn vp to guard the Scattold. 
Tet. Lcnit the G ncralli ſcape my dagger, he 
Shall have Prince Adolpls luck, but Criſp is ror 
So well bred as to wear a Laty's Pictire 
Next to his heart, 
F,o, Sirike home I'l ſecord thee 
By ny hand the Licytcnant G. nerall fal's-: 
Prince Adv/ph n ay i en be ch G: nerall, 
And tel prot«& the Princes : what bccomes 
Of thce and me, no matter. 
Te:, AsTlive, [ Enter Briandlla, 
Thy Miſltris, coming hithcr , do thou ſlip 
Be. 1 theſe Buſhes 3 as I promus d rice, 
I] diſpatchthy love bulincſ>, it whave ume, 
[Exit Fromund, 
Brianells, Wirhin there ? 
Tet, Who's withoat there 2 
Bri, Briazella.. 
Tet, Go ſce the Princes die. 
Bri, No, thcy'r fac in 
Prince Adolph's hands, that one good deed I've done, 
Tet, Tinto the Bard's Cave you are kindly welcome; 
(Now I may fool a little) what's your plcaſurc > [ afide. 
Bri, Is the good Worran here, ſhe that tells fortunes 2 
Tet, You mcanny pretty Miltris, the old Witch z 
She's riding on her diitaff into Lapland, 
(To n.orrow bing our Wedding-day) to fetch _ 
cr 
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Her Gemmes, and all hcr Parafarnalia : 
Before ſhe ſer forth, ſhe commanded me, 
I ſhould examine all the Stars that (hin'd 
Ar your Nativity, for a Gencrall 
To be your husband : taker upon my word, 
The P know not any Generall 
That loves you, 

Bri, 1 hate Generalls, can you tell 
My husband's name ? 

Tet, Ill news T1 rell you, Madam ; 
My reverend Spouſe went away in a whirlwind ; 
Poor heart, the faddeſt foul ; you'l hardly gueſs 
Whazt griev'd her, the lofle of your Saphyr-Ring, 
For which I ſct a figure, and t'appears 
Your Ring was lolt by a ſtrange providence, 
For he that finds it is to be your Husband 

Bri, What if I like him not > 

Tet. You'l only be 
Torn in a hundred pieces, 

Bri, It he be 
Of the malignant party, or a rebell, 
You ſhall rcar me into a thouſand pieces - 
Before I marry him. | 

Tet, The man that found it 
( For now 'tis found) is of the Loyal Party, 


Enter Fromund. 
Fremand, Madam, I think, you dropr this Saplayr-ring, : 
I ſaw you paſlc, and {trove to over-take you : 


You were too nimble for me z bur I kils'd 
The 2round you trod upon, and there lay this, 
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Bri. 'Twas wine, 'tis yours, keep't, I'l rake nothing 
from you | 

Which Fortune gives you, 

Tet, Though ir be her ſelf; 
An1 (as the mouth of fortune) I pronounce, 
'Tis ſo z come, ler me joyn your hands in Marriage : 
Now you arc Man and Wite ; I leave the reſt 
For night, if we out-live this day, that looks 
So black on Yerulam, and our great Maſters, 

Bri, Who's the Magician's Maſter, pray ? 

Fro, Sylvanw. 

Bri, Bur the Magician is Pontia's Creature, 

Tet. Your humble Servant, Madam ; do you know me? 


[Tetrick d/ſcovers himſelf, 
Bri, Tetrick the Conjurer > 


Tet, Fromusd was th'old Vach. 
Fre, Yes faith, I was th'iold Witch, an't pleaſe you 
Oh -— hs ! bu 
Fri, Oh you'r rare Fertune-telling youths ! but we 
Are ſoon perſwaded to a thing we - oY 
For if 1 had not lov'd you--- 
Fro, And1lyou 
I would not have marry'd another Lady. 
Bri, Nor would I've had another younger brother, 
Tet, On, on ; the Princes have imployment for us ? 
Fre, And We have Lives for them, 


Dri, 1'] be your guide, 


Enter: 
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Enter Adolph, Filamor, Czſarina, Violinda, © © 
and a Footman. 


Adolph. Our horſes are now come, I'l be your Convoy, 
Filamor, You —_— not give your (elf chat dangerous 
Co 
Ad, T'l ſee you ſafe, out of my Mother's power. 
Fil, Then your muſt (ce us die for that ——_ 
Your Mother's pow'r, 
Ad. Why do you make a halt 2 
What do you mean ? 
Fil, I mean to you furthcr ; 
Filamoy is now at his Journey's end, 
HereT'l lay down the burden of my life, 
And reſt. 
Ad. Defend me! this is ſuch a Madneſs, 
That 'tis infectious, it diſtratts me roo; 
Will you ſtay, till your laſt hour be run out 2 
Will you be acc {not alone 
To your own death, but) to the murder of 
Your Father, and your Siſter ? 
Fil. Should I ſcape 
By a baſe flight, my Father's age would fall 
Ar Pontia's feet a ble ing Sacrifice : 
Forgive me, Siſter ; for thy tender Youth 
My hcart bleeds through my cycs. [ Filamor wees, 
Vio, Do not afflit 
Your ſelf for me ; rhe World is full of Ladies, 
And I ſhall not be miſs'd in that great Crowd : 
But howſoever, when you go to find 
Another World, I would not ſlay behind, 
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Aa. Do y' pitty her ſweet youth > and are y'unmoy'd 
With hex mind's bravery ? how calily 
Will you leave us ? [ he takes Czſarina by the hand. 
Fil. As the ſoul leaves the body ; 
Forc'd to it by farall neceſſity : 
For a memorial of my love, I make you 
My Heirs, between you divide Verulam, 
Ad. Let a Sca-breach (to quench thy Funcral Fize) 
Swallow up Yeralam, and Maldex firſt : 
ut whence comes this fatall neceſſuy » 
You think to fly, is baſe > who ever ſtood 
Morc upon honour then th'old Romans 2 yc<t, 
Attcr his Cimbr/an Triumph, Aaris fled 
And tegg « ncar conquer'd Carthage ;, you ſhall live 
Like a Prince till, ; 
Fil, I mult nor live at all ; 
And bertcr dic by the hand of Injuſtice, 
Thea by my own hand : ina word, I'm barr'd 
From my love, and I'l not accept my life, 
Al: Do y hear this, Ceſarina# now you know, 
Your reſolution is the cauſe of his z 
He will not live, becauſe you will not love him : 
Though F:lazer might live long, if my Siſter 
Were not more ous to him than my Mother: 
For ſhc's his cacmy, death from her muſt be 
Expected : You, his friend, may get him off, 
And yer you leave him to his enemy's mercy. 
Ce. Farwcll, brave Filamor ; a point is ſtarred 
Which makes me rake my leave, 
Vio, You ſhall not go; 
Though for my own life I was not concern'd, 
Yer, Ceſarins, for my brother's ſafcry 
I muſt petition you, 


C4, Mavc 
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C4. Move hot a Suir, 
I cannot grant, 
Vis, you not grant one Suit, 
To ſave two Lives ? 
Ad. Nay Siſtet, you may go : 
Bur yer, remewber, he, you lcave to dic, 


Reſcu'd your honour. 
C4 [is impoible, 
I can preſerve his htc without deſtroying 
My own contentment ; therefore, Filamor, 
Your intereſt hes the preference, 1 am yours, 
Fil. I am I know not what, my Joy's {o valt, 
It puts an Army 's ſtrength into my nerves. 
To horſe, to horſe, 1'] bear this Prize away 
Through Groves of Pikes, 
Ad. Stay, ſtay till i be ready ; 
I'] not fight, till Yrolrnda gives the word : 

Madam, you know, I had your gracious promiſe, 
V\hen ſhe was his Wile, that you would be mine 2 
Vio, Well Adolph, by ker copy I'm your wite : 

Bur Sir, if ſhc had not been forc'd to render, 
| would have held our, trill I had been older 
And wiſer, for I underſtand not Love. 
Ad, Dear Madam, I] in{truct you---now let's charge-- 


Emer Terrick, Fromund, and PBriaxella, 


Tetrick, Your Miſtreſſes; this Coupling-time's the death 
©f more Wild-fowl then all the Year belides 
Look, here's another pair, of Widgecons, catch'd, 
And 1 am in the Net for company : 
Th'Army has hedg'd---about the Grove,one Paſſe 
Is only open, at which we came in. 


Fil, 
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Fil, No matter ; Hannibal wrought through theRock, 
Ad, Our Swords are ſharper then his Vincgar. 

Tet. Yet, my young Hanmbals,pray,view your danger> 
Fil, That's requiſite ; come dear, 

41, Comes [ He offers to kiſs Violinda, 
Yio, What would you do > 

Ad, 1'd only kiſs my heart into more courage. 

Vio, Speak ſoftly, Sir, forfcar your Mother hear you, 


And then, you will be chid abominably, [ Exeunt, 
Enter Pontia, Capito, Criſpus, and Officers | 
of the Army, 


Pontia. Crifpu, you (ce, your Greatneſs, like our Coin, 
Ev'n when 'twas Tours was Ours z wee'vecall'd itin 
As a baſe Metral, that diſhonours us, 
Crifjw. I'm what you pleaſe, but only---- 
Pon, No Proviſo's, 
Yet will you own the Juſtice of my Cauſe, 
And a&in the reducing of the Pris'ners, 
And —_— for their Gencrall ſhall own you 2 
Criſ, Firlt, do like Xerxes, cut mc into halves : 
Then lay me, where the moving Army may 
March tbrough their Generall, 
Pon, Make him cloſe Pris'ncr. 
Capito. Take Crifjw to your Cuſtody, admir 
None to ſpeak with him, _- Criſpus 
Pon, Yet your Emiſſarics guarded, 
May be decciv'd. 
Capi. One in a tree (cloſe by them) 
Saw them joyn hands, 
Pon, It Genn thcy'r marry'd then, 


Yet 


The Step- Mother. $7 

Yer ſince Adolph's ingag'd, I'd have them taken 
Without a drop of b -- . 

Capi. That cannot be, 
Unleſs we ſend out more Spyes to diſcover, 
Before the Priaccs come to tight, what place 
They leave the Ladies in : 1t they be taken, 
Adolph and Filamor will lay down chew arms, 
As 1 thall work it, | 


Pon, Go, diſpatch your Spycs, [ Exeunt, 
Enter Filamor, Czſarina, Adolph, Violinda, Fromund, 
Brianclla, aud Terrick, 


Tetrick, None believes my Predictions but your Mother, 
You'r in a Pound now, get out as you may, 
Filamor, The Paſſc, at which you came, is (lighteſt 


= 
Ler's break out there. 
Adolph. Where ſhall the Ladies be ? 


Fro, Inthe Bard's Cave, for there they will be fate, 
Tet, Your Mother has a reverence for the place, 
She'l violate a Temple e're ſhe] rake &'m 
Our of that Cave. 
Fil, The Counſel} is not ill; 
Tothe Bard's Cave we'l wait upon our Loves, 
If we break through, we'l ſend for you at night : 
Bur if the Army comes in to Prince Adolph, 
We'l ſce you preſently. 
... And if we _ __ 
ay, weep not, Dear) we will have company 
Imo the Stars, if the rogues go not downward. 
Fie. 'Tis only Mulutudes that I'm afraid of. 
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Ce. When Filamoy fights, I can fear no odds, 
His Cauſe is Honour's, Love's, and all the Gods. | 
[ Exeurt, 


v0 


Enter Pontia, Capito, and Souldiers, 


Portia, Your Spycs arc not come in ? | 
Capito, They've had no time Capito pulls out 
For a diſcovery yet : doy' know theſe, z, Letter, and two 
Madam > Purſes, 
Pon, The Jewells which I gave the Gladiators, 
Cap. One would think, you ſprung from that fortunate 
King, - 
Whoſe Jewells, loſt at Sca, came to us Table 
Serv'd up i'th belly of a Fiſk. 
Pon, Where atc 
The Villains ? 
Capt, This account the Letter gives : 
Barnet-Woods were laid for them P your Order: 
Our Souldiers fo!low'd, and came up fo cloſe , 
The rogues, for their laſt refuge, were conſtrain'd 
To imitate Merchants in a ſtorm, who fave 
Themſelves, by caſting over-board their Treaſure : 
So, emptying into thar hands theſe purſes, 
They few'd th'usplough'd Earth with your Gold and 
Jeweclbs 
And whil'ſt our coverous men gather'd them up, 
The Gladiators fed ; and here's your Own, 
Pon, And they have their reward, a fearful Judgnuur; 
Their Livcs arc f{av'd, but their Livclibood's loſt, 
And that's more horrid then the death they fear'd ; 
For in this Iſte they dare not ſtay, nor dare they 
Goto the Continent, lelt cheir Countrymen | 
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(Who command there)(hould hang them;they muſt Narve. 
[ Enter 4 Spre, and whiifers Capito, 
You look as if we had our wiſh, what news > 
Cap. How infinirdly fortunate are you, 
The Ladies in the Bard's Cave arc fecur'd, 
Pon, For Us, not for Themſclvcs, 
Capt. My men have orders ; 
ThePrincelles ſhall be brought in, to face 
The Princes, thcre they come ; 1 will amuze them 
Till the work's done, 
Pon, They ſhall not ſee me yer, [Pontia goes aſide. 


Enter Filamor, Adolphy Tetrick and Fromund, 
with their Swords drawn. 


Capi, Princes, what mcans this fury, that you brave 
With a few hands the ſtrength of a whole Army > 
Pray, tcll me, what do you rely upon, 
. Your ſelves 2 or others > do y look for Afﬀliſtance > 
Ir muſt come down from heav'n, and there dwelis none 
That will affiſt a Son againſt a Mother : He points 
Nor will hcav'n own a Cauſe it has deſerted R: toFilamor. 
With Adolph Nature's , and the Gods 
Wirth Filamoy : If to = elves yourruſt, 

Reaſon will rcl! you, our before thouſand 

Muſt fall to th Earth's cold arms, from whence they 
$o that cay expe to have [ſprung: 
From Heav/n a Thunderbolt, from th'E arth a Grave, 

Fil. Our Anſwer'sin or hands, : 

Capi, Hold Filamer, pito grves the ſign 
If you have no compaſſion for your to the Centree,and then 

ſelf, ylvanus & brought 1 
U) an Execuioner. 
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Look on the ſnow that lyes uponthat head, 
VW hich muſt be taken ott, at the firtt blew 
You ſtrike, 
Syl. Filamor, if thou pirty'it me, 
Strike quickly, and ler me dic, any death, 
So I may be rid of my wite, I carc not. 
Capi, Poor Prince, the Grict to ſee his Son ſo wilful, 
Diſtracts him, 
Syl. If he will not hold his prating, 
Cur his throat, F:lamorz charge them, that my Soul 
May have her liberty, a thouſand blcfings 
Upon the hand, that fighting moves this Engine 
To ſtrike my head oft and divorce me from 
My brutiſh witc. 
Fil, We ſhall obcy you, Sir. 
As the Princes are coming on, the Princeſſes 
are d'ſcovered under a Guard in the, 
Bard s Carve. 
Capi, Hold,once more ; Princes take heed what y do 
How ſhowcs this Objcct 2 ; Pontia ſbewes 
Fil. Ceſarina taken ? her ſelf. 
Poutia, Yes, Filamor ;, (he that was once my child, 
Is now my pris'ner : when the marry'd thee, 
I diſclaim hcr :; 1 look upon her now 
As 6n a Rebcll, ycther lite 1] pardon 
It vou lay down your Arms, 
Fil, Inmuliatcly, 
A Roma would nor pauſc in ſuch a Caſe, 
He turns bis. Sword 
on his own Breast. 
Pon, If you but offcr at your lifc, ſhe dycs. 
Ad. Friend, therc's no ſtruggling againit Fatc, give mc 


Thy Sword ; There Capito, with my own 1 render 


Prince 
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Prince Filamor's Arms, he ſhall not kill himſelf, 
Let's Enemy do that office, 11 wait on him. 

Pon, So, now I m all that I can wiſhto be ; 
O "tis ene Queen of all Felicitics 
To have tull pow 'r to reward and revenge, 
Bring the lace General Cr:ſp.c4, that I may Criſpus 
Art one tine cut off all ny Encmics, guarded, 
Firſt, F:lamor, tO you---- 1 give niy Daughter ; 
To your Siltcr my Son, and to ny Son 
I give my Principality of Malden, 
For 11 depend only upon ny husband : 
For whoſe pardon and love thus low 1 beg. 

Syl. Rely on mc, and you'l be a good Wike, 
Then I ſhail ſtudy to forger your Evill, 
And love you for your Govdnels, 

Fil, Wuiuh my thanks 
For this incitimable Guitr, I crave 
Your pardon for n incrcduliry 
When you return'd to Virtuc, 

Pon, Thar diſtruſt 
Was univerſally, for which all have ſuffer'd ; 
And yet thus far 1 would not have purſued 
Th'advantage fortune put into my hands, 
Bur that I knew nothing could bring my Daughter 
To Love's obedience, bur the hope to ſave 
His lite who fav'd hcr honour : To give her 
That opportunity, I committed you , 
Both Pris'ners to your Fricnd, 

Ce. I am bound toyou 
For my convcriion to Love's Deity, 

Pon. Adolph, tor thee I have a ſecond Guitr, 
But greatcr then the firſt ; into thy ſervice 
And ( ncarcr yet) into thy boſome take 

N 2 [his 
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This man of honour, thoroughly I've 5 She preſents CriC- 
him, pus 0 Adolph, 
Hc's perfef, uſc him, and he'] make thee Great. 
Let lim be Caprta'n Generall of thy Army, 
And give the Sccond Place to Capits, 
Whoſe {trit Obcdicncc and prudent ConduR, 
Makes him infcriour to none but Criſp, 
Criſ. Now Poatra, like the Planct of the Night, 
Breaks from hcr clowd, and ſhews us her pure light, 
Cap. Though one Prince limits my Obedicncc, 
Two Sovcreigns my boſome docs contain, 
For in my heart Adolph and Pontia reign. 
Ad, Me and my love you've crown'd, and added theſe 
Two rich Crown-jewcls. He embraces Crilpus 
Vio, I'm oblig'd to you and Capito, 
Both for my intercſt in the Crown and Prince, 
Pon, Fromund, 1 joy you z aad I'l move my husband 
To add a Title of Honour to you, Fortune, 
Fro, Your Servant, Madam, 
Bri, Wcll, arc a Witch, 
You told me, I thould be Right Honourable, 
Pon. Tetrick, to make you a Fortune, take this gold 
And Jewells, 
Tet: Nay, ſince Foreune ſmiles upon me, 
I'l not be reſty now : I'humbly thank you, 
Po1, Let w« all thank Providence, that direfs 


Bad Cauſes to proguce ſuch good Effetis, 
| Exeunt, 
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He Ancient Britains 1 have pleas d;, and row 
1 come to thetr Deſcendents, to know how 

Yow'l cenſure me ; my Doom 1 fain would hear, 

Yet, like you Lovers, what 1 hope, 1 fear, 

But fear arrives too late, the time ur paſt ; 

No going leſſe, when once the Dice are caft, 

*hether 1 fairly paſſe, or have thrown out, 

You are to judge ;, pray, put me owt of dowtr, 
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H Appy were thoſe who Engliſh Playes fir t writ, 
1 bey flowriſb'd in the golden times of Wit , 
Ripe Harveſls then from Old and Modern Scenes 
Th'Induſtriows Poet rcap'd, but now he glans : 

In that kind Age every one prais 4 all Playes, 

No mcrc ys inthe Critic of our dayes. 

The Authour knew theſe Diſaduantages, 

Tet Tentur &, hoping his deaue to pleaſe ; 

May Royall PAty move : Tow repreſent 

That Pow'r, which for the at accepts th intent, 
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